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	1. Gods knew

**A/N **

**Hi! Recently I watched HTYD movies and TV series. Again. For the 3rd time already. And this idea just got stuck in my head. Soooo here's the result. I haven't read the books, so I won't bring any characters from them. I really hope you enjoy it. **

**The story takes place somewhere between "Race to the edge" and "How to train your dragon 2"**

**If someone is interested I would really appreciate a beta-reader :) **

**Disclaimer: I don't own any characters. **

* * *

><p>The village of Berk was peaceful and quiet. And on any other day it would mean the end of the world, however this particular day was special. All the noisy, smelly, beefy and sometimes rather repelling Vikings were located near the ocean, where the impressive arena for Dragon Race had been built. The day was still new, the brisk morning air still hanging around and the usual northern winds howling between the sea stacks. The sun was still low, but every self-respecting Viking was wide awake. All heads looking up at the sky, where the Berk's finest dragon riders had indulged in a fierce competition.<p>

The cheers and loud viking voices filling the area were like music to Astrid's ears. A sportsman always needed fans and she found Vikings to be very good at that. The blood rushed through her limbs in what seemed to be the speed of her own Deadly Nadder. The stadium was packed with beefy Vikings cheering, drinking and eating. And she was sure she'll soon join them in celebration of her victory. But for now...now she had to get that God's forsaken sheep. Poor thing has spent more time on the air than where she belonged - on the ground. But Astrid couldn't allow herself to think about how no one had bothered to ask the sheep if she was okay with being repeatedly thrown in the air. The animal was just born in the wrong color. That was no ordinary sheep. That was the black sheep. Worth ten points, it was the most important sheep on the Berk.

For now, as expected, Astrid was in the lead with nine points, the Twins with six, whereas Snotlout and Fishlegs had five points both. Everyone had a chance to win. And especially eager were the boys, who had gotten tired of three consecutive loses to Astrid. And the four wins before that went to Hiccup, for no surprise whatsoever. So if someone _else_ didn't win soon, the race should be renamed "Hiccup and Astrid winning race".

And this was a golden opportunity. This time Hiccup had some things to do on the Dragon's Edge so he didn't take part in the Race. All other riders needed to do was to outsmart Astrid, the Shield Maiden and the scariest girl on island. If they could do this (im)possible task, they could actually win.

"Okay, girl! We are doing it! I can't believe we're doing this." Fishlegs quietly rattled to himself and patted Meatlug's head. The dragon responded with a happy grumble. "It's all about the timing. Wait for it, girl..."

Astrid rapidly closed in for the basket with a big smile on her face and with Snotlout and the Twins tightly behind her. She guessed Fishlegs were somewhere behind them.

Gods knew, she was wrong.

Instead of racing after the prodigy viking, Fishlegs was hovering under the baskets, waiting. He counted out loud as Astrid got closer. His arms were trembling from the excitement, it wasn't very often when he felt such fighting spirit.

"Now, girl!" He yelled and Meatlug rushed from her hiding spot. A gasp of surprise erupted from the audience and it made Fishlegs feel even better. Like a hero saving an innocent girl. Only this time the girl looked like a sheep.

"Fishlegs?!" Astrid only managed to scream out and pull on the dragon's bridle before the black sheep got ripped away from Stormfly's claws. She urged the dragon to race after it, however the distance was too small for her to catch up in time. She could only was as Fishlegs dropped the sheep in his own basket.

"Dammit!" She hit her fist against her own leg in disappointment.

"That's fifteen! Fishlegs takes the game!" Astrid heard the Chief's announcement.

"Yes, Meatlug!" Fishlegs shouted and the crowd roared in delight for the unusual victor.

"What just happened?" Tuffnut asked a bit dumbfounded. "Wasn't Astrid supposed to win?"

"Duh, she lost!" Ruffnut hit her brother on the shoulder and then sighed."And we lost too!"

"Fi...Fishlegs just won!" Astrid pushed through gritted teeth. Somehow she had trouble admitting it. Damn, she was so close. She looked at the viking riding the Gronckle and then her own dragon. She sighed heavily and brushed some hair aside. "I won't hear the end of this from Hiccup!"

"What? No way! He probably cheated!" Snotlout shouted. "I want a rematch!"

_"Of course you do, because, obviously, the world wouldn't be the same if you didn't have the last word." _Astrid shook her head thinking and notice Fishlegs flying towards them. He had this victorious smile across his face and thought if that was how she looks when she wins. It was weird. Astrid didn't mind losing to Hiccup. Frankly he was better rider than her, but to lose against Fishlegs was somehow intolerable. Well, better than losing to Snotlout. She sighed. Again.

"I'll let you know, Snotlout, that using your brains does not count as cheating." Fishlegs pointed out in his usual smart-ass tone.

"We'll let them have it, Stormfly!" Astrid patted her dragon who as well seemed uneasy with the loss."They have only won it three times in the past two years anyway."

She looked at twins who had started yet another fight. From between their insults she could make out that the fight was about who's a worse rider. Their face paint was mostly gone with all the punches being thrown around, but she was too tired to say something. She doubted it would change anything either way. She'll just leave the babysitting to Hiccup when he gets back. Instead she gently nudged Stormfy to land. The others followed her lead.

"This concludes yet another fantastic Dragon Race!" Stoick announced as all the dragons landed on the wooden platform. Fishlegs stepped forward and bowed his head allowing Stoick to put on the medal. "We have witnessed an amazing race! Am I right?" The arena trembled in roars of agreement. "So let's hear it for our winners – Fishlegs and Meatlug." The cheers reached it culmination and Gobber threw a rock at the dragon, which Meatlug caught and happily ate. And Fishlegs though it was the best day in his life.

Gods knew, he was wrong.

The people started to gather in groups trying to decide where they should go to celebrate. Some of the biggest fans, mostly children, ran forward as the riders got down from their dragons. Astrid smiled as a little girl gave Stormfly a chicken.

"You'll win the next time!" She said and patted the dragon. Astrid knew her. She was their biggest fan.

"We'll make sure we do!" Astrid agreed, crossing her arms over her chest. The girl looked a bit sad however Astrid didn't feel anything else but joy. Sure, she may have lost and she had a hard time accepting that, but she still enjoyed a good dragon race. Especially if she ended up with a challenger other than Hiccup. But she'll have to keep that a secret.

"I still can't believe it!" Snotlout murmured under his nose.

"Oh, get over it!" Astrid sighed. She was about to say something more, when Stormfly suddenly looked up at the sky, startling their little fan, who was in the middle of petting her.

"What's the matter, Stormfly?" Astrid looked the same direction but didn't see anything besides the clear sky and ocean. However her dragon was tossing her head around and nervously sniffling the air. Astrid knew better than to ignore a dragon's instincts. She was about to hop on her, when the sounds of her friends' voices caught her attention.

"Meatlug?"

"Fangster?"

"Barf?"

"Belch?"

Astrid heard the other riders call out and looked over to them. Their dragons also seemed a little jumpy. They were stomping on the ground and shaking their heads. The arena quieted down, now stressful murmurs replaced the cheering.

"What is happening?" Stoick demanded some answers, but Astrid couldn't provide anything for the chief.

"They seem to be startled by something..." She guessed and turned her attention to her dragon."Calm down, girl, everything is alright!"

Astrid noticed the other riders doing the same, but like she, they also couldn't get close to touch their dragons. They were moving around too much.

"But there's nothing out there!" Gobber insisted. He looked over the horizon and then at Stoick The Vast who knew how much dragon's senses can be trusted. And if they seemed so shaken up, he hoped whatever it is, it's not an enemy.

"Better check it out!" He said to Astrid who nodded and turned to the rest of the riders.

"Try to get on your dragons!"

"We're trying!" The Twins both responded simultaneously as they tried to get the hold of the dragons heads but they just kept evading.

Astrid decided to use force, no matter how much she didn't like the idea herself. But before she could close in on her Deadly Nadder, she shot up in the sky with the rest of the dragons.

"In Thor's name, what's happening?" Gobber commented at the sight of the best trained dragons in the Berk leaving their riders behind.

"Stormfly?" Astrid shouted with confusion and fear mixed in her voice. It was pointless, but she still ran to the edge of the wooden platform, noticing how their dragons became only a small group of dots in the sky as they flew further away.

"Eh, what just happened?" Ruffnut came behind Astrid. Astrid noticed she was gasping for air. A crowd of people gathered around them intrigued. The blond Viking got annoyed at everybody asking her the same thing. It's not like she knew the answer anyway. She wasn't Hiccup. And right now she was only a Dragon Rider without her dragon.

Apparently Stoick didn't waste time and took action. The people around started to raise questions, making different assumptions, one more unbelievable than the other, he had to get this under control before a panic could start. Viking were very good at starting a riot. He sent Spitelout to the village to observe the situation. It took a remarkably short amount of time for him to get back. And the news he carried were good too.

"All the other dragons were still there." The Viking said catching his breath.

"What? Then let's ride them, and find ours!" Snotlout suggested and then shouted at sky."I swear this day can't get any worse. First losing, then this, argh!"

Gods knew, he was wrong.

The riders approved of the idea, however Gobber stopped them before they could take a step.

"Do you hear it?"

The Vikings stopped mid tracks to listen. There were at least fifty Vikings present and all immediately quieted down.

"What?" Snotlout lost his patience after the first thirty seconds, "Let's just go."

"Shut up and listen!" The old blacksmith hushed him.

"We don't hear anything!" After five more seconds the Twins announced and earned annoyed look from both the chief and Astrid. Then a faint, familiar sound echoed from the ocean.

"Is that... ?" Stoick began and looked over to Astrid who nodded in agreement and finished the thought.

"A Night fury."

"Hiccup?" Fishlegs asked looking at the horizon. After a short while the sound repeated. This time it was much clearer. "Yep, that's defiantly a Night Fury call."

"But that's defiantly not a Night Fury!" Snotlout shouted. He pointed his finger at the sky where a black form was moving towards them. They couldn't see precisely what it was, the sun was making them look only as a large blurry shadow. However the Night Fury call sounded again.

"It sounds more like a whine!" Astrid concluded and felt something twist inside her gut. It was like a hole suddenly had formed in the pit of her stomach. She couldn't quite understand what made her feel that way but noticed her hands were trembling.

In the meantime the black shadow up in the sky divided, and now it was no doubt they were dragons.

"Wait! Barf? Belch?" Tuffnut looked up. It was defiantly them. "Hey! Our dragon came back!"

"What!" Astrid looked up and now she could see them too. That was really Stromfly and the other dragons. But what she saw next made her stomach twist. Again.

They were carrying something. The group was still too far for Astrid to to recognize what it was, but then it happened again. A heart wrenching wail reached her ears. And the voice was unmistakable. That was Toothless. The mightiest dragon she knew was wailing. Astrid and the rest of the riders didn't look away as the dragons closed in, they could see it now. Stormfly was carrying something with Hookfang and the Zippleback flying next to her and Meatlug helping her from beneath. It didn't take long to decide what it was. The black color. The curved form. That could only be a the Night Fury. And they knew only one Night Fury.

"Is Stromfly carrying Toothless?" Fishlegs voiced Astrid worries out loud.

"Why?" That was the only thing replaying in Astrid's mind. And though she asked the question herself she didn't want to know the answer. The answer to that question would probably be the reason why she had a big black hole in her gut.

She helplessly watched as Stormfly carried the black beast, her claws tightly gripped around its wings. She watched the figure as it slumped beneath her.

"Make way!" Stoick shouted to his people as the group closed in and pulled Astrid out from her day-nightmare. "Clear the area!"

The people obeyed immediately despite their curiosity and cleared way for the group of dragons to land. Only the riders, Stoick and his right hand Gobber stayed close as Stormfly and Meatlug gently laid Toothless on the ground. The black dragon wailed. His call was tearing Astrid's heart apart. She was first to run to his side, noticing how a dark, reddish substance was seeping from underneath him.

"Oh Gods, Toothless!" She called and earned the dragons attention, who weakly moved his wings. The movement made Astrid's heart stop. She seriously couldn't take any more emotional attacks anymore. The black pit in her stomach opened and it felt like she was being swallowed whole. Her head was spinning and her knees wobbled, however she forced herself to move.

"Hiccup!" A sob broke out from deep inside her.

There he was, the man she loved, the hero of Berk, chief's son and the heir to the tribe, motionless and lying on his dragon.

"Hiccup!" She shouted again, and this time the young man moved. He raised his hand in greeting. But that didn't make the girl feel any better. She didn't want that kind of greeting. Not made with a hand covered in blood. Thick, dark, red blood. A scream ripped its way through her. "No!"

"HICCUP!" Stoick's loud voice startled her from her inner shock. Somewhere between her many phases of shock she hadn't noticed that the man had outran her and already was kneeling next to his son.

The scene was overly familiar. And she knew from where - the battle with the Red Death. She didn't need a reminder for that one. _He_ didn't need a reminder.

Astrid was soon kneeling beside him, and the sight up close made her shiver. Hiccup was lying on his stomach, blood dripping from his temple but that would be the smallest problem. What worried her more was the side he was gripping like his life depended on it. And it most likely did, judging from the amount of blood that was slipping through his fingers. His face was contracted in pain, his eyes distant and breathing labored.

"GET GOTHI!" Stoick yelled over his shoulder. Astrid looked at her chief for answers, but what she saw next to her wasn't a chief. It wasn't Stoick The Vast. It was just...Stoick. A father who was kneeling next to his bleeding son, hands covered in blood and word "desperate" written all over his face. He almost radiated fear from his body as his hands were hovering above Hiccup's body unsure what he should do. Astrid was sure he felt the same she did – powerless, useless.

"D...Dad...As...Astri...d" Hiccup mumbled. As he spoke a small amount of blood dripped from his mouth.

"Yes, son! We're here! Just hang tight, lad! Don't speak!" Stoick responded. His response was rushed mixed with fear and relief.

"Tooth...le..ss?" Hiccup didn't listen. The dragon whined beneath him.

"You're both gonna be okay! We'll take care of you." Astrid answered surprised how hoarse and broken her own voice sounded. "We'll fix you up in no time!"

Hiccup managed to squeeze out something similar to a smile and she tried to respond to him but saw a few drops falling on her hands and noticed she was crying. How miserable she must be to make jokes with tears streaming down her face.

"Gothi is here!" Fishlegs ran up from behind with Gobber and the rest of the riders.

The healer pushed Astrid aside and closely inspected the boy. Astrid walked back, to give the woman space. From the looks on the old woman's face Astrid understood that it was bad, very bad. She scraped something in the wooden boards and Gobber walked up behind her to read it. All this time Stoick didn't divert his gaze from Hiccup.

"She says we have to stop the bleeding, before we move him." Gobber read.

"How!?" Astrid asked, she didn't see anything to sew the injury closed. The healer wrote something again and Gobber read it out loud.

"We cauterize it." The moment the words sank in, what he himself had said, the big Viking paled "Oh, boy!"

Astrid felt her knees wobble again, and this time she didn't even fight it. She just fell to the ground.

"We can't do it. We...we don't have anything to lessen the pain. It's gonna be a torture." She stared at her own hands. They were red and she didn't even remember touching Hiccup.

"But we can't take him to Gothi's house, he won't make it. Even on the back of a dragon, it's a miracle he's still alive. And for Gothi to go and get her things...it's a big risk. She may not make it in time." Fishlegs explained.

"We can't!" Astrid whispered, she just couldn't allow it, just couldn't. But the answer came unexpectedly.

"Do...do it!" Hiccup gasped and Astrid looked horrifyingly at the pale man "It...it's..o...ok."

Astrid couldn't stand that painful smile, but she didn't dare to avert her gaze from his eyes. He was fighting. And they should too. Stoick sighed and nodded.

"Let's do it." His statement left Astrid astonished but she didn't object anymore. He rose up and together with Gobber both laid Hiccup on the ground, the wood already turning red beneath him. Astrid noticed the painful expression on Hiccups face when he was moved. Cauterizing a wound will be much more painful. Was he really up for it? Was_ she_? Toothless cried out and Astrid could only guess if it was because of Hiccup's pain or his own. The look in the dragon's eyes was clear _"Save him, I beg you!" _

"We will." Astrid whispered. She just hoped that Toothless understood. The dragon looked back at Hiccup and she did the same.

The healer took a knife and with a swift move cut open Hiccup's clothes. Astrid wanted to look away, she really, really did, however Hiccup's deep green eyes were unyielding. And if it helped in any way to Hiccup, she was willing to get some nightmares after this. She was willing to get the nightmare for the rest of her life if Hiccup came out of this alive.

She didn't look how a Viking offered his sword to Gothi, she didn't look how the metal got heated up with the help of Hookfang and she didn't look how both Stoick and Gobber mercilessly put their arms on Hiccup to hold him down. Hiccup was looking at her and she looked back. She swore not to close the distance between her and the group treating Hiccup. Because for one, she would only be in the way and two, she didn't feel like witnessing the scene.

However the moment the hot metal touched Hiccup's skin and his body jerked away, the moment a tormenting scream tore from Hiccup's lips and he was forced to lose eye contact, she was beside him. Astrid didn't even register her feet move when she was already next to her lover.

"ASTRID, HIS HEAD!" Stoick shouted in strangled voice. She took Hiccup's head in both hands to stop him from tossing around.

"I'm here, Hiccup! I'm here. It's gonna be over soon." She whispered noticing the tears in his eyes. Hiccup tossed and screamed under their grip. Hearing his rider scream, Toothless unleashed a heartbreaking roar like he was angry at the Gods themselves. And maybe so was Astrid.

Just when Astrid thought she couldn't handle seeing this, that she'd die from just witnessing so much pain, Hiccup settled down, his eyes closed. Gothi had finished her first aid treatment.

"Hiccup?" She screamed but the man didn't open his eyes. "HICCUP!"

Toothless next to them pushed his nose against Hiccups forehead blowing a warm breath on the unconscious man.

She was horrified to see him so quiet and motionless. Were they really too late?

"It's okay, Astrid!" Stoick touched her shoulder "He's still here. He's still here."

Astrid wasn't sure if those words were meant to reassure her or Stoick himself. Stoick looked tired and like he had just aged ten more years, but then again she was sure she wasn't much better. Astrid looked at the Night Fury. She was sure the agony in her own eyes were the same as the one she saw in Toothless'. For a brief moment she almost felt like her soul was reflecting Toothless'.

It was decided that Hiccup would be moved to his house rather than Gothi's. Vikings brought forth a stretcher and Hiccup was gently moved from the ground. Toothless was laid on the net, so the other dragons could take him to Gobber's house.

"He'll be okay, Toothless! I'll make sure of it." Astrid stroked Toothless' head. She sighed in relief at sight of Toothless finally calming down even if it seemed only as the tip of the iceberg melted.

She gave signal for the rest of the riders. "Go!"

* * *

><p><strong>Please review! I'd love to hear what you say about this.<strong>

**Till next time... **


	2. when

**A/N **

**Soooo...I'm back and sooner than expected. Enjoy the chapter! And by the way, loved all the reviews, you're awesome guys! :) **

**Warning: I'm going to my grandparent's house where there is no internet so there won't be a new chapter until 10.08. **

**Disclaimer: I don't own anything. **

* * *

><p>Five minutes. That's how long Astrid's patience was. How did she know that? That was the amount of time she was locked out of Haddock residence before she started pounding on the door.<p>

"Astrid!" Stoick came out and sighed. He carefully closed the door after him, but Astrid still saw all the gauze and blood on the table. Heck, she could smell it and she wasn't even a dragon.

Stoick's shoulders were slumped and his face had a shadow of a tormented man on it, his eyes dark, like he had locked out the rest of the world from his heart. His clothing had blood smeared all over it. This wasn't her chief. This person she didn't know.

"You can't lock me out! I have...I need to know how he is! I need to see him!" Astrid insisted rather loudly.

"And I know that, dear, but Gothi was clear about her instructions. No visitors. I'm sorry!" Stoick squeezed her shoulders as if showing his persistence.

"No, you don't get it! I love him! I need to see him! I can help!" Astrid trembled in anger and fear.

"I know, lad, I know! And I'm sorry," Stoick kept apologizing, "I know you love him and care for him. But just for one night, okay? Then I'll let you see him."

Astrid didn't like the chief begging, if he used a harsher tone on her, she would fight back. Tell him it was still early and she had a whole day in front of her, before the night even sets in. But she didn't, she couldn't refuse him know. She couldn't put him through more hardships than necessary.

"Al...Alright!" Astrid sighed. She looked down at her fingers grasping down at the hem of her skirt.

"Thank you!" Stoick whispered before she heard him disappear behind the door again.

Astrid was at the loss here, she didn't know what to do. She could sit outside the house and wait, but something said that wouldn't help her meet Hiccup. She could go help Snotlout and the Twins patrol around the island, but was sure that in her state of mind she wouldn't see danger approaching even it was right in front of her.

Astrid overlooked the village from the small hill. Why did they leave Hiccup alone on the Dragon's Edge? Why didn't she stay? It had only been four days since she bid her "good-byes" to him. He had smiled and looked happy. And Astrid knew that in that moment so had she.

Now she desperately wanted to return to that moment. Kiss him, hug him, and see his cheeky smile.

Astrid felt herself cry again. She looked up at the sun, but didn't have the power to stop the tears. She let herself cry. She was allowed to cry, right? Scary girls cry too, right? Maybe this was her redemption. Maybe this was the Gods way of saying "it's your fault and now you can't do anything for him". If only she didn't leave. If only she didn't leave that damned island, she could be listening to Hiccup's blabber, for all she knew. She tried to remember those moments. When Hiccup was so excited he could rattle on and on about one subject with that never ending excitement of his. She always enjoyed watching him, though sometimes she could only understand every fifth word he was saying.

A loud crash interrupted her self-loathing. It came from Gobber's workshop.

"Toothless!" She gasped in horror and moved. She ran down the hill cursing. How stupid of her to forget. Hiccup wasn't the only one with his life on line. How could she concentrate on Hiccup and forget about his dragon? She was horrible. But with that she found her answer. If she can't help Hiccup, the least she can do was take care of Toothless for him.

"Gobber!" She stumbled inside the workshop taking in the mess. Well, it was always messy in there, but this looked like Thunderdrum had gone wild.

"Astrid! Just in time! Maybe you'll have a bit more luck calmin' the little devil down!" Gobber huffed out.

Astrid noticed Fishlegs behind him. He looked tired and depressed but then again most of the villagers now wore the same expression. He raised her hand in greeting and got back to shuffling through Gobber's stuff.

"Hi, Fish, how is it?"

"I managed to get his saddle off," Fishlegs pointed to the corner of the shop not even bothering to look up from the job he was doing, "well, what's left of it anyways. Hiccup will have a lot of repairing to do, when he'll get back on his feet."

Astrid froze for split second and looked at the friend. He believed in Hiccup. He didn't say "if he wakes up", he said "when". That means Hiccup will pull through and for a moment Astrid felt dizzy with relief, Fishlegs words were like a reassurement to her. She took a deep breath to calm her racing thoughts down. She'll leave worries, fears, and all the questions for later. Now it seemed like she had a job to do.

"How can I help?"

"Well we can start by getting him to stop movin'!" Gobber showed her Toothless. The Night Fury was growling at her.

"What happened?"

"Odin's name, I don't know!" Gobber sighed and closed in on the dragon only to get hissed at, "See?"

"Maybe he wants Hiccup?" Fishlegs guessed.

"Of course he does! But before he can see him, I need to stop that darn bleeding, before he bleeds out in the shop! Not good for the reputation ya know!" Grobber grumbled waving his hook around.

"Okay, okay. Think, there has to be something we can do! Think!" Astrid interrupted any further dispute of feelings.

"Show him Hiccup!" Fishlegs suggested.

"Fishlegs, we alre..." Astrid crossed her arms in annoyance.

"I mean Hiccup draws, right? There has to be some picture with him on it!" Fishlegs interrupted and left Astrid thinking. That could actually work.

"Great! I'll look in his workshop!" Gobber said.

"Wait I'll go!"

"Eh? Sure." Gobber waved her off and left in the search for his instruments.

Astrid ran to the back, dodging corners and sharp objects. Even though they have known each other since birth and now are even dating, she had been in Hiccup's workshop only a few times. It always had seemed like Hiccup's special place, where only he and Toothless belonged.

And now even this place looked cold, like it knew Hiccup was in trouble. Astrid found Hiccup's sketchbook buried under several layers of papers. There were schemes for Toothless' tail, dragon stables, even his own prosthetic leg. And those were the ones Astrid recognized, there were tons of papers with drawings she couldn't even understand, but knowing Hiccup it was probably for dragons and something very, very smart.

The girl took the sketchbook and was about to leave, when she noticed a half opened drawer. She opened it fully and looked inside. The drawings there were somehow...different...more personal. She didn't know if she was supposed to see this, but couldn't look away. One particular piece of paper caught her eye. She noticed Hiccup in it. He was smiling in the background, arms crossed over his chest and leaning on his good foot. His expression was...loving. Astrid couldn't find a different word for it. Hiccup in the drawing was looking at her and Toothless chasing each other.

What's more Astrid remembered that day. Month ago they had gone on a flight with Toothless. They had a picnic on a remote island and Toothless had snatched her sandwich. Hiccup hadn't thought it was necessary to help her so she was left alone to deal with the sneaky dragon. Toothless had dodged her every attack and in the end she was exhausted and bit angry at Hiccup laughing. Later though Toothless came forward with this shy expression plastered all over his face and she had accepted the silent apology. After that she spent an hour rubbing Toothless as a punishment, knowing full well how much the dragon enjoyed it.

Astrid pulled back from the memory feeling a painful stab in her heart.

"You got lost in there, Astrid?" Gobber yelled and Astrid remembered what she was supposed to do.

"I'm coming." Astrid responded and quickly rummaged through the drawer in hopes of finding something for Toothless. She found the perfect drawing and took it along the one she saw earlier. She left the sketchbook back on the table and went back.

"Got it!" Astrid yelled.

The blond girl approached the dragon holding the chosen drawing in front of her. It was Hiccup on the back of Toothless. They both were smiling.

"Toothless, look! It's Hiccup!"

The dragon purred at her what seemed to be the saddest sound she had ever heard Toothless make.

"Toothless, Hiccup is fighting. He'll be alright. So you have to allow us to help you." Astrid spoke in half whisper carefully reducing the distance between them. "You want to fly with him, right?"

Toothless purred again and Astrid took that as a "yes". She nodded for Fishlegs and Gobber to be ready.

"You have to get better, okay Toothless? For Hiccup." She smiled a bit at sight of dragon eyeing the paper,"Please?"

Toothless lowered his head and Astrid carefully placed her palm on it.

"It's okay!" She said to the men who immediately went to the work. Astrid set the drawing of Toothless and Hiccup aside and the other one in her boot. Having it near her mad her feel better.

Astrid turned her attention to what both of the men were doing. Toothless had a big gash over his stomach, which Hiccup had somehow sealed with a cream of some sorts, but it had reopened. He also had several small puncture wounds and a big amount of bruises. Astrid had a feeling that Toothless had protected Hiccup by shielding the boy from most of the attacks.

"Oh, Toothless" Astrid sighed when Toothless let out a whine. She kept stroking his head while Fishlegs and Gobber took care of the wounds. Ten minutes turned into thirty and then two hours. She kept stroking his head and whispered quiet words, though knew Gobber had given him sedative and he most likely didn't hear a thing. When they finally finished, it was mid-afternoon and her legs were numb from sitting in the same position for all that time.

"He won't be able to fly for a while," Fishlegs commented, "but he'll manage. The wounds maybe won't even scar."

"Really?" Astrid felt like she heard the fist good news in years.

"Yes, though we'll see a very grumpy dragon running around these next couple of weeks," Fishlegs smiled reassuringly, "We all know how he gets, when he doesn't feel the wind under his wings for a long time."

"Yeah." Astrid sat back against the wall, outstretching her legs to get some blood into them. She heard as Fishlegs talked with Meatlug and looked outside. She started to worry about Stormfly's whereabouts but found her right outside the shop looking at her with worried eyes. The dragon had quietly been at her side all this time.

"I'm fine, girl!" Astrid tried to lie. It wasn't a very convincing lie, besides she couldn't fool her dragon in the first place. Still it felt good to know she was near her.

"Maybe you need some air." Gobber suggested, "We'll be fine here."

"I...can't!"

"Of course you can! Ya have your own beast to worry about." He gestured to Stormfly. "I'll take care of him. You've done all you can."

"I don't know." Astrid was reluctant. What if she was needed? There was so much happening right now, she couldn't just leave.

"Thor in the underpants, just go!" Gobber pulled her on her feet and literally pushed her out.

That didn't leave her much of a choice. She got on Stormfly and noticed how glad the dragon was to have her back. It made her feel a pang of guilt. Now she even made her own dragon worry. What a rider she was!

"I'm sorry!" She whispered to the dragon before shooting up in the sky. She needed to feel the cold wind against her cheeks, to feel the cold, numbing feeling of high speed flight. But more than that she felt that with each spin, somersault and turn her anger was dispersing. She was angry at the Gods for letting this happen, at Stoick for kicking her out of the house, at herself for leaving Dragon's Edge and at Hiccup. Gods, how angry she was at him! He wasn't allowed to leave her. He wasn't allowed to scare her like this! He wasn't...wasn't allowed to make her so weak.

She allowed anger to form in her heart and then let it all out in the wind. Finally, as Stormfly leveled off, she let herself cry. Again. Only this time there wasn't anyone or anything to interrupt her. So she cried on the back of her trusted friend until she felt like she cried out all the liquid in her body. Until her throat was hoarse, her eyes hurt and she was cold. So very, very cold. But she kept flying. She hoped the cold will help her forget the warmth of Hiccup's blood on her hands. And maybe she felt like punishing herself. Some tiny voice thought that if she was up in the sky long enough, she'd forget everything that happened on the ground.

She didn't know how long she stayed up between the clouds but when she finally gathered her courage to land the sun was already setting. Astrid felt calmer, more composed for the moment but she knew what she had to do. She needed to know how Hiccup was. She needed to check up on Toothless. She needed to dive head first in the nightmare the day had turned out to be.

"Thank you, girl!" She hugged the dragon and it purred back. "It really helped."

She fed her some chicken, making sure to show her every pound of gratitude and love she had for her before running off to Hiccup's house. Her toes were numb and she felt like tripping most of the way, the village was quiet, only a few Vikings were outside walking with their heads hung low. She reached the house and was about to knock when the door opened.

"I knew you'd come." Stoick stepped out and closed the door behind him. This time Astrid couldn't sneak a peek inside. Stoick looked a bit better, he had finally grasped the situation. Like Astrid, he as well, had finally come out of the state of shock.

"How is he?" She asked, dreading the answer.

"We don't know...yet. Gothi's...inside." He faltered and Astrid sensed something else was going on. Something Stoick didn't want to tell her.

"And?

"It's the first night. If...if he pulls through, there...there's hope." Stoick paused and Astrid froze. She could hear her heart pumping. "Gothi...she's not sure if he's strong enough."

Stoick finally pushed through gritted teeth and Astrid had to take a step back.

"No!" She whispered and the raised her voice as the realization dawned on her, "NO!"

She seemed to have startled Stoick because he grabbed for her shoulders.

"Astrid!"

"No!" She shook his hand off and hugged herself, the warmth from the run had disappeared and the cold returned. "He's strong. He's strong enough. He'll wake up!"

She tried to convince the man in front of her. Astrid suddenly remembered all the times Hiccup had saved her. Gods, it was so many times. So many. He was strong and brave and selfless and kind and smart. A man like that couldn't die. It would throw the whole world off balance.

"Astrid, he most likely flew from the Dragon's Edge with that wound. We should be glad he made it at all." Stoick tried to reason with her, but suddenly Astrid's anger resurfaced and she had someone to target it at.

"He's your son. How can you say it? You just don't want him to wake up!" She yelled the most senseless things which she knew weren't true but couldn't stop herself. "You just don't think he's strong!"

"ASTRID!" Stoick's yell overwhelmed her and she shut her mouth before she could yell the next wave of stupid assumptions, "I have been there all day. I felt how weak his pulse were, I saw how hard he was breathing, how bad he was. I'm saying this because I don't think of you as a foolish child, am I wrong?"

Astrid panted. Stoick was angry. Very angry. She had said something horrible to the man whose son was lying in the house barely alive.

"Sorry!"

"I said you what Gothi thinks. She looks at facts and tells what she sees. It is not her place to give false hope and so is mine." Stoick gave her a hard glare for a moment but looking back at the house his features softened, "I believe in my son. He is a strong boy. He won't be beaten by this. What do you believe in?"

Stock's question forced her to think. The red anger was gone as fast as it had appeared leaving a hazy mind behind. She felt like the answer to this question was very, very important.

"Hiccup's...strong. I believe him." Astrid looked at the house in front of her and then at her Chief, "And I think you are right. I'm...I'm sorry."

Stoick smiled and surprised Astrid pulling her in a brief hug.

"Then don't forget that!" He smiled, though the smile barely reached his eyes, "Astrid, you're a strong, young woman and Hiccup is lucky to have you. When he wakes up, he'll need you."

Astrid looked at the Viking in front of her. Just like Fishlegs, Stoick believed in "when" not "if". Then why was she so hung up on the later? Did she really had given in to fear so much that she would doubt even the most clearest things? Like how Hiccup always could be trusted. How he always found a way to pull through any difficulties. How he had never disappointed her.

That was it! She just needed to believe in Hiccup and the word "when". No "if" or "maybe", but "when".

"It's been a long day." Stoick looked over the village. "You should get some rest and come see Hiccup tomorrow, alright?"

Astrid wanted to protest, to say she wanted to meet him now, just in case, but caught herself on time. She couldn't think like that. She'll see Hiccup tomorrow. Yes, tomorrow was good. Tomorrow, _when _Hiccup will be better.

She nodded to Stoick and turned around. The man watched her as she descended the small hill and only then entered his home.

Astrid reached her home, patted Stormfly sleeping in her hut and went up to her bed. She tried to sleep, really did. But after an hour of tossing and turning she gave up. Not really thinking she went back downstairs only to find Stormfly waiting for her at the door.

"Stormfly?" The dragon had seemed to have sensed her mood. So when Stormfly indicated for her to get on her back, she did it and let the dragon lead her wherever she had intended to.

Though she didn't think it would be the Dragon Academy. She flew in through the gate and immediately saw people in there. There was Fishlegs, Snotlout, Ruffnut, Tuffnut and all of their dragons. They were all sitting around a campfire and didn't seem the least surprised seeing her.

"What's happening?" Astrid slid off her dragon and joined the group.

"Nothing!" Snotlout immediately took a defensive tone.

"Really?"

"None of us could sleep!" Fishlegs leaned against Meatlug.

"All of you?" Astrid was surprised to hear that.

"Of course not. Hookfang didn't let me get any sleep. I'm not worrying, you hear me? I'm not!" Snotlout insisted.

"No one said you were!" Astrid shook her head, too tired to get in an argument, instead looked to the Twins. She understood Fishlegs and Snotlout, but twins never really seemed to car much about emotions. "You too?"

"We looove destruction! Everyone knows that!" Tuffnut shrugged.

"But we also love getting on Hiccup's nerves!" Ruffnut added and fell silent for a moment, "And you know, who's gonna help us with Barf and Belch if they get in trouble again and who's gonna save us and bail _us_ out of trouble. We couldn't stop thinking like that."

Everybody felt silent. Who knew Twins were worried about things like that? Who knew they were actually thinking once in a while?

Tuffnut was the one to break the silence with a harsh jab to his sister's ribs.

"That was waaay too much emotion! I should stop hanging around you so much."

"I guess your reason is similar." Fishlegs turned his attention from the fight to Astrid.

"Pretty much." She settled down against Stormfly's side and tried to relax.

She wasn't the only one to grieve or be scared. Pretty much everyone was doing the same thing. Only each of them handled it differently. Night in front of them will be long, she knew it, but at least she had a company.

Back at the village Toothless and Hiccup was fighting for their lives but Astrid looked at her friend and smiled, whatever battle may come, they will battle it for Hiccup. And they will win.

* * *

><p><strong>AN **

**So I had no idea this would turn out like it did, but let me hear your thoughts and leave a comment!**

**Till next time...**

**:)**


	3. Hiccup's warriors

**A/N I know, I know I'm one day late. But if I think about it, it really wasn't such a great idea to promise a chapter the day I come home. :D Well here it is, so enjoy! And thank you so, so much for your reviews. it means a world to me.**

**Disclaimer: I don't own anything except the plot of this story.**

* * *

><p>Chapter 3 - Hiccup's warriors<p>

Astrid woke up to a stiff neck and an aching back. It had been a while since there had been a need for her to sleep against Stormfly. Still half-asleep and with eyes only partly open she heard several breathing patterns near her, some of which crossed into a light snoring. Except for Snotlout's, his was outright loud and disturbing.

Astrid felt a movement behind her and leaned forward to stretch her back. She looked back to see Stormfly eyeing her. The dragon had a deep shadow cast over her and though her facial expressions weren't as noticeable as Toothless's, Astrid didn't miss the worried look she offered her and the sad gaze every time the dragon looked up in the sky.

"Good morning, girl!" Astrid rubbed the bright blue head and earned a cheerless hum from the dragon. She looked around. Every last one of her friends was sleeping.

Astrid called in mind the last night. They had talked a bit, they had listened a lot and they had waited all night. The conversations were about lots of things, however the name "Hiccup" wasn't brought up even once and their desperate efforts to keep their talk light and casual didn't last very long either. Soon enough they gave way for a silence. Sometimes it was interrupted by a quiet whisper to the dragons and their equally silent response, but nothing more. There had been a few times when she wanted to speak up but every time she closed her mouth shut before any sound managed to slip through. She wasn't strong enough to go over the same facts over and over and over until it was drilled in her head. The silence spoke and they listened and eventually started to drift asleep some time before sunrise.

As Astrid now judged from the cold breeze it was still an early morning. She couldn't have slept more than a few hours but the sleep seemed to be running away from her. She rubbed her hands trying to warm up. The dragons were a nice source of heat but the moment it was lost, cold started to mercilessly attack. She needed to get going. Her head was a mess with the things going on and somehow it seemed that only getting some answers could finally calm her down. She got up on her feet. The world swayed a little and she remembered she hasn't eaten anything since yesterday morning. Even now she didn't fell so hungry, though she made a mental note to grab a bread or something the next moment she was free.

"Come on, Stormfly!" Astrid whispered carefully stepping over one of Tuffnut's limbs. The dragon gracefully got up and in few steps was at the exit. She made her way to the gate as quietly as possible and when she was finally out, hoped on Stormfly's back.

The only motion she saw on the earth beneath her as she flew over the village were a few dragons walking near the forest and a boat sailing into the sea. Mulch and Bucket were going fishing.

She landed with a thud in front of the Chief's house and slid down Stromfly's side. The dragon, sensing Astrid needed some time to herself, went to the hut next to the house to greet the Rumblehorn.

The girl was left in front of the big wooden door wondering whether she should knock or not. For all she knew Stoick could be sleeping _or_ he was wide awake and she was wasting precious minutes on his doorstep instead of seeing Hiccup. She still lingered for a while though, collecting her thoughts and thinking up excuses for whatever Stoick might say to her.

When she finally gathered her courage she carefully pushed the door open, wide enough for her to squeeze through. She was ready to leave if she turned out to be visiting in the wrong time. The door opened with a little creak and the light of the dawn illuminated the room along with the slowly burning hearth in the middle of it. She noticed the big hunched form of Stoick the Vast. His back was facing her.

"You're early, Astrid!" he whispered in a hoarse voice making her flinch.

"Hello, sir." She had been hoping to assess the situation from his way of speaking. But Astrid couldn't tell if he sounded like that because of bad news or a sleepless night.

She didn't see the old healer in the room either.

"H-How is he?" She stumbled over her own words. Her heart was drumming against her rib cage and the longer the silence lasted the more difficult it was for her to breathe.

Stoick let out a long sigh and his shoulders rose a bit.

"Alive."

That one word returned sound to the silent world. She heard the wooden boards creak beneath her feet as she stepped closer.

"Can...Can I? - Astrid tried to ask but the question didn't form properly in her head, so she breathed out only barely audible words.

"Come see him, Astrid!" Stoick didn't look at her but in his voice Astrid heard something different. Could it be joy? Maybe relief? Astrid wasn't sure, but it was too late to recognize the meaning behind how his voice sounded. Instead she focused on her steps who were taking her closer to the Chief and the bed, closer to _him_. She felt like one wrong step and she would have to start it all over again. It was irrational and it was foolish. But in the last day everything she thought about felt irrational.

When she was finally next to the bulky man, she didn't look straight at the sleeping form's face. Her heart needed some preparing to do.

So instead she looked at his frame hidden beneath the sheets and the fur. She started at the long legs, then the narrow hips and was about to go higher, when she noticed the hand Stoick was holding. It was calloused and with abrasions, likely gotten from a bad landing, but she knew the gentleness of those hands, the way those hands could turn a piece of steel in a masterpiece over a single night. She knew the warmth of them and the feeling of those hands brushing through her own hair. She wondered if it even gave off warmth when it was so pale.

She went up from his arm to the shoulder trying not to linger too much on the blue and purple bruises or the small red cuts. He didn't have a shirt. Only bandages going from beneath the covers to the shoulders and his neck and disappearing behind his back.

Astrid's gaze dwelt on his chin. Even there she saw a red bruise. In the first moment she didn't even notice the small injuries. And there were so many. So, so many. Then she took a deep breath and looked up. She saw him. She saw a young man covered in bruises. She saw Hiccup. And Hiccup looked terrible. He was pale and sweaty. His breathing was shallow and weak like it could stop at any moment. But compared to all that his face looked calm. He looked like he had only fallen asleep, though his eyebrows were somewhat brought together like he was in a confusion of sorts.

"Oh, Hiccup!" Astrid whispered brushing the sheet with shaky fingers. She had already cried out all her tears so now all that was left was a shaky breath.

"I had forgotten how fragile he can be!" Stoick whispered on her right and Astrid looked over not really sure he was talking with her. "These last years...he has gone through so much and I...and I started to believe he was safe whatever he did." He took deep breaths to calm himself "I forgot he's just a boy on a dragon. _My boy_. Even he can be outnumbered or lucked out."

"He's Hiccup!" Astrid tried to assure him but when he looked at her sharply, she knew she had said something wrong.

"He is a person. He's just one boy." Stoick's gaze was stern "He has never thought about himself. Only the others, only the greater good. Have you ever heard him ask help for himself?"

"Of cour..." Astrid wanted to feel offended but stopped short as she thought about it longer.

Those few times when Hiccup asked for help was never about him. It was about dragons, about Berk or Toothless. And even then Toothless wasn't something he shared with. Every dragon and Viking on the island had seen their bond. Toothless may nudge someone, may play a little and allow someone to ride him, but he was the happiest when close to Hiccup. He was at his best. That's when he stopped being a dragon and became the truest and closest friend Hiccup got. Astrid knew that.

The same went for Hiccup. Astrid loved him and she was quite sure he loved her too. But the bond between him and his dragon were just as deep and maybe deeper. Astrid knew at least half of Hiccup's heart belonged to Toothless. And though she new Hiccup would never choose one, she wouldn't be surprised if he chose Toothless. That's the man he was. That's the man she fell in love with. She didn't feel left behind. Other village women thought she might, but she didn't. She was the part which kept sure Hiccup didn't get lost while he soared with Toothless through the sky.

She lowered her head in shame as she acknowledged the truth in Stoick's words. She always saw him as a great man. Along the way she had forgotten that before being "great" Hiccup was _just a man_. And men bled and felt pain. She had just learned that the hard way.

"I didn't mean to upset you!" Stoick investigated Hiccup's face, though Astrid was sure he already knew every little bruise on the man's body.

"It's okay."

They fell silent after that. She took a seat across Stoick but didn't touch Hiccups hand, instead she drew circles on the fur laid over the covers. She didn't have anything to do, but she didn't want to leave either. They spent about half an hour sitting like that. She drawing circles around Hiccup's hand, Stoick pressing the other hand to his forehead.

"I've got some chiefing to do." Stoick sighed. "Can you stay with him till Gothe's back?"

"Of course." Astrid nodded but threw a worried glance at the man "Though I think the villagers won't mind if you take a day off."

Stoick smiled at her. Not his usual goofy, Hiccup-like smile but a sad and tired one, though it showed appreciation.

"I know but I _need_ to do some chiefing."

"Then I'll be here." Astrid got the message. "Maybe Gothe will need some help."

"No, you can go after Gothe comes." Stoick said at the door.

"But what if I..."

"If you'll insist on staying, she'll hit you with her staff and you'll wake up on the doorstep."

"I don't think..."

"I'm not joking, Astrid!" Stoick gave her a nod and went out.

Astrid was left alone in the quiet house. She scanned Hiccups body once again, glad he was sleeping. The pain must be horrible. Maybe that was the reason Gods decided that people should sleep through worst of them.

She would have liked to stay longer but soon enough Gothe pushed open the door. She was carrying a satchel half her size and upon seeing Astrid she frowned disapprovingly. Astrid, despite the warning, tried to stay seated in her bench, but the healer threw her an angry stare and showed her staff. Astrid sighted and with heavy legs got up. Gothe didn't start the treatment until she wasn't on the other side of the front door.

Even out there she would have waited until the old Viking finished treating Hiccup but spotted Fishlegs and Meatlug closing in.

"Astrid!" Fishlegs yelled out as he landed creating a small cloud of dust."Astrid, you got to see this!"

Fishlegs was holding a piece of paper in his hand, his face flushed and his voice trembling in urgency.

"What is it?"

"I-I went through Hiccup's stuff and found this." The meaty man pushed the paper in her hands."Look!"

Astrid carefully opened the paper smoothing out the lines before looking at content. There were red words scattered all over the paper. The words were smeared out but with a little concentration she made out all of them. Hunter. South. Base. Darkstar. Danger. Friend. Attack. Help.

"Is this..?" Astrid carefully touched one of the words.

"Yeah, blood!"

"Hiccup wrote this."

"Yes."

"Oh, Thor!" She gasped and looked at Fishlegs who was eyeing her. "Have other seen it?"

"Not really, thought I'll show this to you first." Fishlegs shrugged "They aren't really the brains of the Academy."

Astrid nodded and looked back at the paper. The words were confusing, and written with a trembling hand. Two of them was even written together.

"Astrid?" Fishlegs voice made her raise her head. He looked nervous. "How is he?" Fishlegs looked over her shoulder and she followed his gaze, looking back at the front door.

"Gothe is in there, but he pulled through the night." Astrid imagined Hiccup's body under the bed sheets. "There's hope."

Fishlegs nodded and for a moment she thought he'll say something. But he just opened and closed his mouth. Instead he got up on his dragon again.

"We should go, I told the guys to meet us at the Academy after breakfast."

"I don't..."

"Astrid, you can't help him standing in front of his house," Fishlegs motioned his hand to Stormfly "but you can help by getting on your dragon and helping us figure out what happened to him."

Astrid hesitated. It clearly was the best thing to do. She wanted to stay by his side, but she wasn't a healer. She only knew the basic first aid treatment. With a painful pang in to the heart she understood, what Hiccup needed sitting next to him wasn't her, but the old healer and Stoick. What Hiccup would probably need though, was for her to keep the Twins from destroying Berk and keep the Dragon Academy running smoothly.

"Fine!" She grumbled not bothering to hide her anger.

She took flight and followed Fishlegs. By the time they arrived to the arena Snotlout and the Twins were already waiting and indulging in a heated argument. She allowed Fishlegs to deal with that, while she pulled out a board and wrote the words on it.

"So what's this meeting about?" Astrid heard Snotlout whine. She stepped aside allowing the friends to read what she had written.

"I don't get this! Is that some kind of riddle?" Ruffnut squinted his eyes as if trying to find some explanation on the board.

"Actually, yes." Fishlegs pointed out "I found a paper with these words written on it. It was in one of Hiccup's bags."

"But Hiccup's riddles are always so hard!" Ruffnut sighed in defeat.

"So Hiccup left us a bunch of words explaining what happened?" Snotlout exclaimed "Is it really that hard to write a whole sentence?"

"For a man bleeding out?" Astrid snapped "YES!"

She was about to yell some more, but Fishlegs spoke up, ignoring the fuss, and a small part of Astrid was glad he did. If not, she would have started to use her axe after a few more comments from Snotlout or the Twins.

"For now we have these words - Hunter, South, Base, Dark, Star, Danger, Friend, Attack and Help." Fishlegs voice sounded as usual but she saw his clenched jaw. He was trying to hold them together. Just like Hiccup always did. And she understood that she wasn't really helping him, if anything she was making the task at hand only harder. Not one of them could replace Hiccup. They couldn't act as if Hiccup was there to keep them in check, because he wasn't. But they still weren't alone. They had to work together. Somehow.

"It could mean anything!" Snotlout slumped back against Hookfang.

"No, it must mean something." Astrid looked over the words "Maybe they are in the wrong order?"

"Doubt it." Fishlegs shook his head "You said it yourself, he was bleeding out. There's no way he would have strength to come up with a code."

"So it's something simple." Snotlout scratched the back of his head "What is Hiccup's simple?"

A silence fell on them at the question. Everybody knew answer to that but Ruffnut decided to voice it out.

"Hiccup doesn't do simple!" She shouted "If he did, my life would be so much easier!"

"Mine too!" Tuffnut agreed with his sister.

"Come on, guys! Hiccup is not so complex!" Fishlegs tried to fight back.

"Yeah, sure!" Ruffnut rolled her eyes "Maybe for you he isn't, you're not so simple either!"

"Yeah, everybody should just be as simple as us!" Tuffnut nudged his sister who nodded in agreement.

"I think you're mixing up being simple with being stupid!" Snotlout huffed out.

"Same thing!" The siblings shouted.

"What's all this talk about being simple?" A voice interrupted their discussion and all of them turned to see Stoick and Gobber enter the arena.

"Morning, Chief!" Fishlegs greeted as the rest of them stood up.

"Yes, yes, now tell me why are you all here?" Stoick asked with his hands crossed over his large chest.

"We...we..." Fishlegs looked around for help but just like he, they didn't have a clue what to say so Astrid decided in at the next best thing. Truth.

"We think Hiccup has left us a note!"

As Astrid saw Stoick's startled expression she began to doubt if telling it was the right thing.

"Well? Don't just loiter around there, will ya?" Gobber insisted "What is it?

"This!" Fishlegs pointed to the board.

Astrid saw the confused looks on the their faces but still hoped they could help out somehow. _'Seven heads better than five. Or something along those lines'_ Astrid thought.

"Doesn't tell much!" Gobber huffed out and Astrid's heart sank. She was back to point one.

"True," Stoick tilted his head "though Hiccup wouldn't write it if it wasn't anything important."

"Where did ya, fellas, find it?" Gobber asked question which Astrid was hoping to avoid. She tried to slide the paper behind her belt on the back but Stoick noticed the movement. He gave her a disapproving look and she was forced to come clean. With a slow motion she opened the paper. As expected she heard gasps of bewilderment and shock.

"That is..." Gobber spoke, eyes staring at the paper like it was made of gold. "That crazy boy!" He sighed in tone which said 'leave it to Hiccup to do it'.

She folded the paper, hiding the red marks, but the air around them still had an ominous vibe to it.

"We really need to start thinking!" Tuffnut mumbled under his nose. Astrid was surprised to hear as his voice hardened in resolve.

They felt silent once again, until Snotlout spoke up.

"Why don't we go to the Dragon's Edge? Maybe we'll find something there."

"Yes!"

"No!"

She and Stoick spoke together and Astrid blinked at the angry tone Stoick was using.

"You won't. Thor knows how dangerous it could be there now."

"But Chief..." Fishlegs was sharply turned down by Stoick.

"NO!" Stoick eyed them all, but Astrid didn't miss the extra long stare he gave her. "Hiccup went there on Toothless. On a Night Fury! And look what came back! I am not putting any more lives on risk."

"But..." This time it was Ruffnut.

"NO! My child is barely alive. I'm not gonna risk you end up like that too!" Stoick's voice was reaching every corner of the arena. Astrid could almost feel the big bundle of emotions Stoick was holding in, trying to keep them at bay and not doing very good job at that.

"He was alone, we...we are five!" Snotlout tried to reason.

"No!"

"Stoick?" Gobber finally spoke and Stoick looked at the old friend "Let them go."

"What?" Stoick shouted along with the rest of them. Even Astrid wasn't expecting to hear something like that.

"Ya heard me. Let them go." Gobber shrugged.

"Have you had too much mead last night, do you even hear what you are saying?" Stoick took his friend by the shoulders.

"Just sayin! They are nineteen. They aren't in need of protecting. What they need is trust." Gobber looked at them one at the time "They have been close to entering Valhalla before and still ended up fine. The only difference is that now we've had a bad reminder that even Berk's best dragon riders can lose too."

"But danger..." Stoick mumbled.

"Look at their eyes Stoick, they are well aware of the danger."

Astrid looked at the others. It was true. There wasn't the usual lets-go-kick-some-ass spark in them, the look in their eyes was solemn and serious. Astrid understood, they were afraid, just like her. Afraid _and _ready for a fight.

"But..."

"For Odin's sake, Stoick, these are the riders Hiccup trained for almost five years. Believe it or not, they are not your warriors, Stoick. They are Hiccup's."

Gobber finished and everyone waited for Stoick's response. Astrid could see the strength Stoick put into thinking this through.

"F-Fine!" Stoick forced out and Astrid felt her shoulders ease up. "You have five days. Don't return in time and I'll send the whole damn village after you."

"Yes!" The Twins saluted to him. Snotlout and Fishlegs smiled in relief.

"We'll leave tomorrow before dawn!" Astrid decided. She wanted to say goodbye to Hiccup, and go see Toothless. If truth be told, her heart was screaming to stay. To watch after both of them, however she knew her path now. She'll protect them.

Astrid looked at her friend and breathed in the brisk morning air. _They_ will protect them.

* * *

><p><strong>AN So here it goes. I had unexpectedly hard time on this chapter, so let me hear your thoughts. How did I do? Was it good? Or bad compared to the previous ones?****I really wanted to include something about Hiccup's and Toothless's relationship, because this story doesn't focus on Astrid alone. I have read Hicstrid stories where the relationship between them sometimes gets forgotten. And, Thor Almighty, I love Gobber's line about warriors. :D **

**Till next time! ^^**


	4. The Chief and the Father

**A/N So...I've been gone. To be honest school is every author's archenemy. It's also not helping that it's my last year. -_-**

**I'm sorry I haven't updated. It seems my muse went on vacation. Thank Odin, it came back today. Yey! So here is the new chapter. Enjoy.**

* * *

><p>Chapter 4 - The Chief and the Father<p>

Stoick felt like his house had never been this cold. He didn't know whether the reason for that came from the chilling wind outside or the cold feeling seeping through his own blood. He looked over to the sleeping form in front of him. He had done the same thing for so many times already, but still felt the need to do it again and again, and again. To make sure the boy was still there. To make sure his chest rose and fell with each breath he took.

His own chest felt like it was buried beneath the biggest mountain on Berk. He had things to do. He had people to lead. He had a son to look after and crazy-danger-seeking riders to protect. But the worst of it - right now he had strength for none. He needed time to collect himself. The Chief held his hands together and propped his elbows on the knees. He allowed his head to rest on the hands listening to the world around him; the burning wood in the fireplace, howling wind outside and barely audible breaths which seemed to control his whole life now.

Only now did he realize how independent Hiccup had always been. Whatever his son did, his decisions rarely affected his work as a Chief. Hiccup tried to stay out of his way and only now Stoick understood that, if Hiccup wanted, he could easily wrap him around his little finger.

Just like now. Every breath, even the slightest change in his features could turn Stoick's world upside down. He knew he wasn't the Chief Berk deserved, he was just glad his people gave him the break to be a father.

He dreaded the moment the sun's rays would once again touch the world, starting a new day. He wanted to plead to Odin, Thor or even Loki himself to stop the time. Because the moment dawn touches Berk he'll have to send five young Vikings on a quest he knew to be dangerous.

Stoick remembered the stern expression Astrid wore just hours before as she sat in the house. Stoick saw the sadness, confusion and rage bottled up inside. The later bothered him the most. He had to make sure Astrid weren't doing this for revenge. Revenge eats away people from inside and stops them from thinking clearly. If they really were out for revenge, Stoick won't let them set a foot off this island.

"Stoick?" The doors opened without a knock and Gobber's hairy head popped from the gap.

"Yes, Gobber?" Stoick brushed a hand over his face.

"How is he?"

"The only ones who know how he is, are the Gods." The Chief exclaimed already tired of giving everyone inconclusive answers on the same question.

"No one is giving up!" Stoick felt Gobber squeeze his shoulder.

"He better not!"

Stoick felt a rush of fear and tried to suppress the chills running down his spine.

"The youngsters wanna say goodbye to the lad!" Gobber said after a moment of silence.

Stoick frowned, didn't like how it sounded. It sounded more like a goodbye in a funeral, than bidding farewell to a friend before going on a journey. He kept quiet about it.

"Astrid already saw him!" He turned away from Gobber's pointing gaze.

"It's the others."

"They as we..." Stoick stopped short. Now that he thought about it, others really hadn't come to visit even once.

Gobber must have noticed his confusion because he explained, "They didn't want to barge in and trouble you."

Stoick sighed and pulled a hand through his rusty-colored beard, he got up from his chair and went to the doors. The least he could do was open the door. All five young adults entered the room like trained sheep; head hung low, giving a little nod at entering, but all in all keeping as quiet as possible. Stoick had to admit, he really didn't expect they could pull of such behavior. Just how big of a part his son was playing in their lives? How could one boy toss them around so much?

The group stood around Hiccup's bed and Stoick felt a need to step back. He knew they needed some space. He didn't leave the room though, he watched as one after another they made promises to their friend, lying unconscious in front of them.

First was Fishlegs.

"We'll take care of things on Edge, whatever those may be. I promise, Hiccup, we'll make sure everyone's safe."

Then Ruffnut and Tuffnut.

"Yeah, we will help." Ruffnut began.

"Like really, really help, not Twins being stupid help!" Tuffnut added. "And we'll make sure Smidvarg is okay!"

Snotlout.

"You hear that! It's soon gonna start raining chicken." He tried to laugh but it died out. "But seriously, we'll find whoever did this! So you gotta be up and runnin' so I can brag about it!"

Stoick sighed at the young Viking's logic and looked at the only one left.

Astrid.

"We'll go now. But I promise we'll come back safely. We'll take care of each other."

Stoick couldn't suppress the sigh of relief. He didn't have to worry about the whole revenge part. The group was trying to keep on doing the job Hiccup started. They spent a few minutes in quiet. To Stoick it felt like they were waiting for an answer. And deep inside, he was too.

It never came.

"Chief, it's time!" Astrid looked him straight in the eye, disturbing the silence. He saw a fierce determination embedded deep in her features.

"Yes it is!" He agreed and stole a glance at his son. "I'll be waiting for you in the square in five minutes."

All of the teens nodded and hurried out the door. When they were nowhere to be seen Stoick finally dared to ask.

"Do you think they'll really be okay?"

"You want the honest answer or the one that'll make you feel better?" Gobber brushed a hand over his mustache.

"I hoped it would include both."

"Nah," Gobber shrugged and then looked at Hiccup. He didn't make eye contact with Stoick. So instead the Chief just watched as his friend studied the sleeping boy. "I don't think they'll be safe. They'd probably be safer locked in the ring with a wild Screaming Death, but what they are about to do – we need that. You need that."

Gobber finally looked up and for a moment Stoick saw the same insecurities mirror in his face, then it was masked by Gobber's usual smirk. A little darker version of it.

"Let's send those troublemakers off." Stoick changed the topic, strolled to the door and heard the blacksmith following him. As he stepped outside his own dragon looked up and with one glance Stoick felt him look deep in his heart. He understood his rider's wish and joined in on the short walk to the village's square.

When they arrived in the meeting place, the kids were already there, their dragons at their respective sides as they were busying themselves with arranging the saddles.

"You'll take the Skullcrusher with you." He began at first.

"What!" Astrid sharply turned her attention from Stromfly to him. "But Skullcrusher is your dragon, sir."

"He's also the best tracker dragon we have."

"But still..." Fishlegs tried to point out.

"No buts, I'm letting you do this." Stoick put his hand on the hips, taking in a deep breath "But only by my rules."

"But, Chief, what about you?" Astrid patted Rumblehorn's head as he went for a greeting "Won't you need him?"

"I'll fell better knowing he's with you."

There was a pause and after exchanging glances with others Astrid's shoulders relaxed and she nodded.

"Fine."

"Good." Stoick allowed some relief to flow in his body. He seriously thought it would take much more to convince them. "I suggest you get going. The day ain't getting any younger. And you have only three days."

"Yes, sir." Astrid exclaimed and mounted Stormfly.

"Good luck, lads!" Gobber waved his hook in the air.

However before they could take off a roar stopped them mid way. Stoick turned his head to the direction it was coming from. It didn't take long to spot a certain Night Fury limping towards them. He noticed Astrid as it took her less than a second to jump off her dragon.

"Toothless!" She shouted the same time as Gobber beside him.

"Little devil, if I'm gonna have to sew you again."Gobber threatened him under his nose "Dear Odin, he's the worst patient I got."

He continued to lament and swing his artificial arm in the air.

"No, Toothless, you can't come with us!" In the mean time Astrid spoke to the black beast.

Stoick didn't agree with the blond girl. He seriously doubted the dragon would go anywhere without Hiccup. The reason for his being here had to be something else.

"What is it, Toothless?" He closed in on the dragon and the blond Viking. He noticed a light reflecting on something inside the dragon's mouth. "What do you got there?"

Toothless looked at him and Stoick felt shock run through his bones. Those sad eyes! The dragon turned back to Astrid and pushed his nose against her, but she didn't seem to understand what he wanted. The dragon pushed again this time making her trip over her feet and fall back.

"Toothless!" She whined. Not enough force to actually convince anyone she was upset.

Stoick carefully watched the interaction. In his periphery vision he noticed the other riders dismounting their dragons. Whispers and guesses were exchanged.

"What is it, Toothless?" Astrid seemed at a total lost and Stoick could sympathize. How many times he himself was left in the dark about what the black beast wanted. The only one understanding him without any problems was Hiccup. Actually the only one who could interact with almost any dragon on Berk without pulling a sweat was Hiccup.

Stoick caught a quiet curse from Gobber and looked at the reason. Toothless was bleeding through his stitches. They had to finish this quick.

Astrid was about to get up, when Toothless pushed her back again. Before she could try again he dropped something in her lap. Stoick was right. he did have something in his mouth. He watched as the young woman's eyes widen in surprise and waited for her to pick the object up for him to see. Astrid looked back at Toothless who stared back at her and the the thing in her lap. Finally she rose, revealing to everyone what it was that Toothless had brought.

It was a knife. Not just any table-knife, this knife was special. Stoick could recognize the small weapon anywhere. That workmanship could only be pulled off by one person. His son.

It was Hiccup's knife.

"Why?" Astrid asked in a hoarse whisper. She held the weapon in front of her and Stoick noticed her arms trembling.

Toothless pushed his nose against her, pushing the knife against her chest. He cooed sadly, looking up at the girl with deep, pained green eyes.

"Take it, Astrid!" Stoick sighed. Even he could understand the dragon's intentions. He wanted the riders to be safe as well. This was his way of showing it.

Astrid looked at him sharply then glanced back at the knife in her hands. Finally she adjusted it to her belt.

"Thank you!" Astrid chocked out a sob laying a hand on the big scaly head. "Thank you."

"Would you finally leave now?" Gobber interrupted pulling them out of their sorrowful state.

Astrid sharply nodded and headed back to her dragon. She whispered something to Fishlegs, most likely saying she was okay and hopped back on her dragon. The rest of the dragons followed her lead.

Stoick nodded, allowing them go, Though it didn't mean he liked it.

"May Odin watch over you." Stoick prayed as the group took off. Toothless beside him roared softly and the dragons above responded. Stoick wondered what they were speaking about, but something told him that it wasn't much different from what they had talked about before Toothless arrived.

Stoick observed the riders one last time before they nudged their dragons to raise the altitude. He watched as his own dragon grumbled at him.

"Watch over them!" He responded though felt a sense of loss already forming.

Few moments later they were too far to distinguish were the rider ended and dragon began. After few minutes the kids were only a small group of dots at the horizon and soon they vanished.

"Finally!" Gobber grumbled "Now, I better find my mead supplies."

"Why?" Stoick asked confused.

"You have no idea how stubborn and jumpy you get, do you?" Gobber sighed as if pitying himself.

Stoick stared at him but decided to let the matter go. The village had started to wake. He had to find Gothe and he had another day full of worries, fear and cheaf duties ahead of him.

"Come now, little devil," Gober grunted at Toothless "I have to stitch you up again."

Toothless huffed out air.

"Ooh, don't you start." Gobber pointed out a finger "It's either stitches or I'm gonna chain you to my bed. "

Toothless was left with his mouth hanging in bewilderment. Stoick let out a strangled laugh. Poor Toothless. He knew from experience – sleeping Gobber wasn't the most pleasing sight for the eyes.

Gobber went ahead grumbling about fire spitting lizards and being a babysitter. Toothless followed him breathing labored and pace slow.

"Your own fault. You were told to sleep!" Gobber stated without looking back at the dragon.

Stoick trailed them. He knew the next few days will be long and hard but for the first time in the last two days he felt like he was moving forward again. That had to be a good sign.

* * *

><p><strong>AN Well? You know the drill, right? Reviews ^^**

**I'm glad to see people follow/favorite this story. Welcome to the club! :D**

**Till next time...**


	5. Mistakes

**A/N I know, I'm an awful person. And after I received so many wonderful reviews and I had all that inspiration going. I wanna crawl into a hole. My goal is really to reach a pace where I can update weekly, but as you see...not going so well. I guess I'll just keep working on that.**

**Disclaimer: I don't own anything except the plot of this story.**

* * *

><p>Chapter 5 - Mistakes<p>

It's weird how long the road feels when you are in a hurry. For Astrid it felt like she had flown for years, though it was actually a single day. They were nearing their destination. After a long and tiring flight they were almost there. Astrid knew if Hiccup had been with them, they would have stopped at least twice the times as they had that day. But he wasn't. And she was in a hurry. Even the few breaks they took had seemed too long for her.

Astrid stretched her arms out in front of her to get some blood rushing, she had a stiff back and aching hips, but glancing back at her friends she knew they weren't any better. Their shoulders were slouched and eyes barely focused on what was in front of them. Besides, she was quite sure the Twins were sound asleep, judging from how their heads were swinging low on their chests. All of them had long given up and had allowed the dragons to do most of the flying.

Stoick had given them a tight schedule so Astrid was dead set on flying the distance in as short time as possible. It was with no doubt much more tiring and their bones felt like made of jelly, but she reassured herself that she'll rest on the Edge.

The sun was getting low and the clouds around her started to tint in hundred different shades of red and orange. This was a beautiful evening and Astrid couldn't help but think how Hiccup and Toothless would have loved flying in this kind of sunset. She looked at her boot, where she still held on to the drawing she took from Hiccup's workplace. It gave off a comforting feeling and she smiled. Though the author himself was so far, she felt a tiny bit of his presence whenever she looked at the drawing or the knife Toothless gave her.

Though the last one gave her quite a headache. She had thought about that knife almost all day and still couldn't come to a conclusion. Toothless wasn't always the simplest of the dragons. Why he did it, she had no idea, but the knife was definitely Hiccup's though she didn't remember seeing it before.

"Astrid?" Wind carried Fishlegs' voice to her and she turned back to look at him.

"Yes?"

Instead the bulky Viking stretched out his finger pointing to something in front of them.

"Tell me I'm dreaming."

She followed his finger taking in what he was showing at. It took her a moment to recognize it. It looked like a scar. A black burn etched deeply in the usually green landscape. Small gusts of smoke were still rising in the air though no fire could be seen. Only scorched earth.

Astrid took in a shaky breath.

Scorched home.

Stormfly trembled under her as she flapped her wings halting in the air. The rest of the dragons followed her example, waking their riders from their slumber.

"What the-?" Tuffnut began annoyed at the sudden stop, but Snotlout interrupted him and showed what the rest of them was gawking at.

"Ultimate destruction!" Ruffnut whispered.

Astrid felt the nervousness radiating from Stromfly and on her left Skullcrusher growled. She knew the dragons were reluctant. And she understood, she didn't want to get any closer either, but they had flown all this way and couldn't afford to be scared of landing.

Glancing back at her friends she nodded to the land underneath them. They slowly started descending at a speed the dragons deemed comfortable. They flapped their wings and tossed their head around trying to sniff out any danger. Astrid didn't urge them. She trusted their instincts. If it was not safe to land, she could beg all she wanted and Stormfly wouldn't let her off her back. As they neared the lands it became hard to breath. The air was hot and heavy. Sweat made their clothes sticky for the skin and the hands felt slippery on the saddles.

The first to land was Skullcrusher. He seemed to have taken the role entrusted by his rider very seriously. Astrid knew that the Rumblehorn had the keenest smell of them all. If there was any kind of danger he would locate it immediately.

"Odin above!" Fishlegs gasped as Meatlug landed raising a black cloud of ashes around them.

Astrid didn't say anything. She tried to spot anything, something that hadn't been touched by the ruthless fire.

Their huts, their training grounds, their clubhouse even the Twin's boar pit and Fishlegs' garden. Gone. All gone. Turned to rubble or burning charcoal.

The Dragon's Edge was...gone. The word was repeating in Astrid's head over and over as she tried to grasp the situation.

"Don't mind me asking," Ruffnut hopped off Barf," but how did Hiccup get out of here alive?"

On his sister's words Tuffnut suddenly stiffened. He looked around with fear glowing in his eyes.

"Smidvarg!" His panicked voice echoed on the rocks "SMIDVARG!"

Astrid didn't want to voice out her disbelief of the little white dragon surviving this. She didn't want to destroy that hopeful gleam in his eyes. However she didn't have to. After the fifth panicked shout from Tuffnut there was a response. An answer. A familiar screech announced a Night Terror closing in on them. Few moments later they could see a black cloud form in the high-colored skies, dozens of black little dragons making their way towards them till they were surrounded in a mass of flapping wings and delightful screams.

"Smidvarg!" Tuffnut jumped in joy as the white dragon flew right in his arms.

Astrid watched the exchange. The Night Terrors flew around them in little swarms expressing their joy however they could. Fishlegs tried to snuggle close every last one of them and even Snotlout brushed a hand over their heads. Astrid felt her heart easing. She had no idea how days full of grim faces and pitying eyes had piled fatigue upon her. The cheerful smiles she now saw were like a pain reliever.

"I'm happy to see you too!" She let out a strangled laugh as a small back dragon bumped her arm trying to get her attention. However no matter how much she wanted to give in and rest, she looked up at the ruins she had called home. It was hard to believe less than a week had passed since she was here. Felt like a lifetime.

"Alright, guys!" She gathered the group's attention, "While there's still light we'll search the place. After that...we'll find a place to sleep."

"And look for anything, which could show us what Hiccup meant in his note!" Fishlegs pointed out as Snotlout and Twins started to grumble about sore butts.

"We split up." Astrid checked her axe, just for insurance. "Fishlegs and I will take the north, you three take south." She pointed the blade to the south and put the axe carefully in its place.

"Fine!" Snotlout huffed, put his arms on the hips and glanced back at the Rumblehorn, "Who takes the Chief's dragon?"

"I think he'll go on his own!" Astrid answered glad that Snotlout was at least trying to behave. Skullcrusher was already sniffing the near bushes for some traces and Astrid was sure the dragon would be a lot more comfortable without having couple of noisy Vikings on his tail.

"Alright then! We gather here after an hour!" Fishlegs added and mounted Meatlug.

Astrid wasn't happy about the time limit, but saw the truth behind his words. This place may have been their home, but right now it was...an enemy territory. Both of them waited till Snotlout with the Twins disappeared behind the rubble, before deciding their route.

"So?" Fishlegs shrugged "Where to?"

"Hiccup's hut!" Astrid knew where she wanted to start. She soon was on the back of her own dragon and urged Stromfly to take flight.

It couldn't even be called a proper flight, that's how close Hiccup's apartment was. It was actually a surprise how well it looked. It hadn't collapsed like the rest of their houses, though the walls were burnt pitch black. The house didn't look like it could hold the dragon's weight.

It wasn't a hard decision. The dragons couldn't land, Fishlegs wasn't nimble or light on his feet. Astrid was the one who had to go.

She slid out of the saddle and on to Stormfly's side, holding with one hand on the edge of the saddles. She waited out as Stormfly glided close to the platform in front of the hut.

"Be careful!" She heard Fishlegs whisper as she let go and fell.

She landed light on her feet but felt and heard the board whine beneath her. She froze caging the breath in her chest. One glance upwards, Stormfly was carefully eyeing her. Her smart, caring eyes roaming the house and landing back upon her. She saw the dragon analyze the potential threat. If Astrid wouldn't be so frozen in the spot she would have laughed. Astrid Hofferson done in by a house. What a laugh.

"It's fine." She saw Fishlegs' concerned look and pushed her lips upward in something similar to a smile.

She tried out a step forward. The floor creaked but didn't seem to dissolve under her feet throwing her down on the hard rocks. She took a deep breath and stood up straighter. She had to watch each and every step she took, where she placed her foot and were the floor seemed to be the strongest.

"You okay?" Came Fishlegs' voice just as she entered the hut.

"Yes!" The answer might have seemed to come out a little too sharply.

The inside was familiar yet looking at it...hurt. Black burnt walls, a pile of melted metal which probably was Toothless' tail collection. It all contained happy memories. Now mercilessly crumpled.

"Did you find anything?" Fishlegs. Again. Astrid let out an annoyed sigh.

"I will, if you let me concentrate!"

"Right! Right, sorry!" Fishlegs mumbled outside and Astrid glanced at her surroundings again.

She couldn't really tell if something was missing or not with the whole damage deforming the place. Though something did catch her attention. It was a burned metal box which seemed to be covered in soot from the smoke. Astrid strode toward it with the floor protesting beneath her feet.

She touched the box carefully, noticing how warm it was. Her fingers got covered in sooth but she didn't care, Astrid tried to lift it up, but it was surprisingly hard thing to do. She tried again, pulling so hard the edges cut into her palms. It was hard to work in the hot air. She felt herself getting lightheaded, but the box seemed to appreciate the effort as it finally eased out of it's place.

Astrid almost fell backward at the sudden release, but managed to balance herself. She heard an ominous crack and looked back at the place the box had been in. A large gap had started to form. She knew what was going to happen.

"Oh, shit!" Was all she could get out before she bolted for the door. She didn't place her steps carefully, she ran as fast as she could with dread feeling the floor giving out beneath her.

"Stormfly!" She was almost at the exit just two more steps. Two more.

It was too late.

She felt the ground beneath her shifting and then...nothing. There was nothing under her feet. And she?

She was falling.

"Stormfly!" She cried out in panic. There was rubble all around her, she wasn't even sure if the Nadder could get to her.

"Astrid!" A terrified voice came from somewhere above her and then she heard a familiar shriek. Something heavy wrapped around her and she felt her body getting pulled up. The pull was so sudden it left her without a breath but she kept her arms tightly wrapped around the obtained object.

"Stormfly!" Astrid let out a trembling laugh. She had never been so glad to feel the dragons sharp claws scrapping her ribs.

"Odin's beard, Astrid!" Don't scare me like that!" Fishlegs grumbled as she landed. Astrid noticed the pale color of his skin.

"Were you scared, Fishlegs?" She teased.

"Of course!"

The boy looked away pretending to be annoyed at the question. Astrid knew he wasn't. She saw how Fishlegs was struggling with himself to keep up the act. Apparently it was too hard for him, since he turned back to her with his usual disapproving look.

"What happened there?"

"I think the box had melted together with the floor!" She showed the box "I forced it off!"

"Collapsing the whole hut!" Fishlegs looked at the debris and sighed. "Hiccup will have your head for this."

"I did him a favour. At least he'll have easier time at building it anew."

"Fine. So what now? We go further?"

"How much time we have?"

"Half an hour, maybe more."

"Fine. I think we can take a look around."

Though that's what she said, after more than half an hour they still hadn't found anything useful. Astrid was hoping to at least get a grasp of who or what did all this, however the most they could find were some scraps and footprints, most likely some dragons trying to flee.

"Argh!" She shouted as she threw down a piece of wood. She had lifted at least two dozens of different objects and all she could find underneath them was more ashes.

"Let's go back." Fishlegs stood back and just watched as she took out her anger kicking the burnt wood over and over till it snapped in half. "We have that box. And maybe others have found something."

"There has to be something!" She was angry. Not at Fishlegs, but he was the only one she could direct her anger at.

"This evening there isn't." Fishlegs looked for support from Meatlug. "Come on! It's starting to get cold and Meatlug wants her belly-rub."

She glanced at Fishlegs who had his arms up his armpits and then the back world around them. Maybe the daylight was better suited for large scale search.

"Fine. Let's go back!" Astrid hopped on Stormfly. "But we get up early."

"Of course, we do!" Fishlegs sighed and they both shot up in the air. They didn't speak during the flight, so maybe it was one of the reasons why Snotlout's annoying voice sounded extra loud.

"Where were you? You're late!"

"Gods! We were late for one time." Astrid responded as she landed. "You're late for almost every training session or meeting."

"I can be late! I'm a Jorgenson!" Snotlout reasoned.

Astrid decided it was better to not say anything. She didn't even know how to respond to such logic.

"Did you, guys, find anything?" Fishlegs spoke in her place.

"Only some fighting gear."

That caught Astrid's attention.

"Ours?"

"Definitely not!"

"Only if Hiccup suddenly got into spikes!" Tuffnut boasted. "Which would be really cool, right!"

"Yeah, we could ask him to make some scary-looking weapons!" Ruffnut added.

"Not the time, guys!" Fishlegs sighed. It was true. Hiccup was the one in charge of their weapons, there wasn't a single blade on the island which wasn't made by him. So the question was – who the hell had been here?

"Back to the point!" Astrid hurried them.

"Oh?" Snotlout's head snapped back at her "Well, those definitely weren't Hiccup's. As Twin's said, too spiky and deadly-looking."

"Did you bring them back with you?"

"No."

Astrid felt something snap inside her.

Her patience.

"Why?"The voice she spoke was ice cold. She saw Snotlout shiver under her stern gaze and was internally glad she had that kind of effect on him.

"Those were all broken handles and bare blades. You'd have no use of them."

"I could try to identify them!" She let her voice drop into a growl.

"No offence, Astrid, but I know every weapon made on Berk or anywhere else in the Barbaric Archipelago. And I have never seen that kind." Astrid had never heard Snotlout sound so confident. She allowed her annoyance to disperse.

"Still, we could have brought some back. Maybe Gobber could identify them." She stared at him, trying to prove herself right.

"Fine, we go back tomorrow!" Snotlout grumbled after a minute of stubborn silence. "I need to eat. NOW!"

Astrid was about to answer that they were going back now, when something caught her attention. Something attached to the side of Barf and Belch.

"Ruff? Tuff?" The twins turned their attention to her and away from their hourly cursing competition "What's that on Belch and Barf?"

They shared a confused look with each other before answering.

"The weird spiky weapon we found?"

"Is that it?" Astrid pointed a finger at the object emitting metal-like glow.

"Yeah, we thought it would be cool. We wanted to take more, but Barf and Belch didn't want to carry more than four." Ruffnut huffed.

"You...you had them on you ALL this time?" Snotlout asked. The Twins nodded.

"WHY ON EARTH, did you allow Astrid to get angry at me?" He shouted raising his fist.

"It's fun watching you in pain!" Tuffnut elbowed his sister who laughed in agreement.

"I'm gonna..."

"Okay, stop!" Astrid got between them before it ended in an all out brawl. "We have the weapons, and we have the chest I found. Let's just find a place to sleep and put together the information we got. You can fight tomorrow."

"Che!' Snotlout turned away with a scowl.

"And you?" She turned to the Twins.

"Geez, you're bossy!" They complained but obeyed.

"Alright then!" Astrid walked back to Stormfly who had started a game with Fishlegs' Gronckle. "C'mon, girl, let's find a place to sleep!"

They took off but Astrid noticed their flying speed getting slower. She felt a pang of guilt, realizing how she had stretched their limits. They were exhausted and hungry and edgy. It wasn't so much as snapping at each other for every little thing that bothered her. It was the part where they just gave up on the conversations.

The flight went on silent. No one talked or even suggested a direction. Some small words between Twins were exchanged, but they were always about trying to keep each other awake.

It was all her fault. What was the point of exhausting themselves? They barely moved forward. It was pointless. Without proper rest they'll probably miss every clue there was to find tomorrow. She looked at her hands, grasping the saddle. They were gray. The color didn't bother her. The soot would come off. What did however bother was one thing.

She failed.

Astrid felt like the left boot where she had stocked her precious drawing was on fire. One very irrational part of her told her that Hiccup was punishing her. That he was disappointed at her for making such a mistake. That she had overworked her own friends.

The other – bigger and more rationally thinking part told her it was all because she was tired and her own mind was playing tricks on her. She didn't know which to believe.

Fishlegs was the one to notice the landing spot. Astrid didn't know whether it was because he had sharp eyes or because the rest of them were too tired to even bother looking properly.

The place wasn't too far from the Edge and had a river and a forest nearby. It was good. Not home, but it had to do.

"Let's land!" She shouted disrupting her friends from their sleep.

They landed with a loud thud, but that was about it, the riders got off without making any unnecessary noise.

"I think, I'll just go to sleep!" Snotlout waited till Hookfang got settled in before leaning against the warm body. "Too tired to eat."

"Us too!" Twins added cuddling together. Barf and Belch wrapped their body around the pair.

"Wait...what?!" Astrid tried to reason. Just minutes ago they were begging for food.

"Sleep, Astrid!" Fishlegs hushed her and crossed his arms over his chest. He tried to find a good spot against Meatlug.

"Not you too, Fishlegs! What about the chest and the weapons? Wha...what about food?"

"Astrid?" Fishlegs propped one eye open "Sleep!"

"But..."

"Astrid! For Odin's sake go to sleep!" Snotlout yelled out in a whisper.

She looked around stunned. It had barely been five minutes since they landed. None of them even bothered with taking their blanket out. Stormfly nudged her on the ribs and she turned to face her scaly friend. She was motioning for her to join her.

"Fine." Astrid threw a final glance over her sleeping friends before sitting and resting her back against Stormfly.

"I really am an awful leader!" She whispered as she pulled her knees closer and allowed her eyes to close. She was soon sleeping soundly, too tired to have any nightmares.

* * *

><p><strong>There you go! Tell me your thoughts because they really matter. And thank you!<strong>

**See you next time...**


	6. Not Hiccup

**A/N Hello! I've been gone for...what? two weeks? I don't have any solid excuse for that, but I was writing bit by bit. It somehow ended up quite a long one and with lots of action, so I decided not to torture you and publish the first half. The second half is not ready yet, but I think I could put it up in one or two days.**

**Disclaimer: I don't own anything besides the plot.**

* * *

><p>Chapter 6 - Not Hiccup<p>

Astrid tried to ignore the noise around her. It was bad enough with that annoying light disturbing her sleep, but whatever the noise was, it was too much. She got up trying to identify the sound. It wasn't easy. Her head felt like it was filled with cotton. Thinking made her it hurt and it didn't even provide her with an answer.

„Wh...What is happening?" Even her tongue felt too heavy and too big for her to lift. Her mouth was dry and she felt her stomach grumbling for food.

„Ah?" She heard Fishlegs' voice, but didn't quite see him. The world was still blurry. „You're up!"

„I noticed." Astrid rubbed sleep out of her eyes. It was obvious she was up „So? What's happening? What time is it?"

„I'm making lunch. The others went out searching for some clues."

"Ah...okay."Astrid tried to sort out the information when suddenly it hit her. She shot up on her feet. "Wait! Lunch?"

"Well...yes. It's almost midday." It sounded like he was explaining it to a baby.

"Wh...WHY DIDN'T YOU WAKE ME UP?"

„Did you really want me to?" Fishlegs answered calmly busying himself with a pot of fish stew.

„I wasted half a day because of you!" Astrid shouted grabbing fists of her own hair. Stormfly behind her cooed sadly „We could have searched for clues!"

„Snotlout and the Twins are already doing that." Fishlegs maintained his composed tone.

„They...they could miss something." She didn't give up. „It's Snotlout and the Twins!"

Fishlegs hand stopped stirring the content of the pot. He slowly got up. Astrid could see in his stiff shoulders that something was wrong. He turned around and Astrid saw a flash of anger in his eyes.

„Do you not trust them?" He spoke in a dangerously low voice.

„N...No, I...I just..."

„Then do you not trust me?" He pressed on and Astrid's eyes widened at the suggestion.

„Of course, I trust you!"

„Then why are you so angry?" Fishlegs gave her one final look before prying his gaze off of her and onto Meatlug who had started a conversation with the Nadder. „I was the one, who decided not to wake you and I was the one, who allowed them to go on a lookout. Do you not trust my judgment?"

Astrid swallowed hard. She had never heard Fishlegs talk so cold and monotone.

„I..." She wanted to speak, but she left anger fading away and confusion taking its place.

"Astrid." Fishlegs' gaze returned to her.

"Yeah?"

"You're not Hiccup."

Astrid took in a sharp breath. That was unexpected.

"What?" She prayed that she heard wrong.

"You can't be him. You can't expect to be like him. You are not the leader he was, you'll never be."

It was a low hit. Astrid suddenly felt as if she was out of air and her chest squeezed in pain. She was not hearing it, she was not...she...oh, dear Odin.

"Wha..."

"You can't take Hiccup's place. You can't do his job." Fishlegs' gaze didn't weaken. Astrid wanted to shout back at him for spouting foolishness, but couldn't find the words. Astrid Hofferson left speechless, that didn't happen often.

"I...I was just..."

She felt tears prickle in her eyes but didn't let it fall. She refused to cry in front of Fishlegs.

"Hiccup trusted us. He never put his goals above the rest of us. Astrid, you are not him." He just repeated as if trying to pry open a barely healed wound. It was painful enough to admit it herself, but to hear it from others? It was torture.

"Why are you saying this?" Astrid tried to hide her shaking breaths and trembling shoulders by wrapping arms around her.

"Because you are torturing yourself."

"I...I am not." Her protest was too weak. She was too shaken by the sudden outburst.

"You are!" Fishlegs was serious, he shook his head disapprovingly and Astrid was left gaping like a fish. Whether what he said was true or not, her brain could not figure out. It was too busy with repeating one single word.

_Run._

_Run._

_Run._

She had to run. She had to get away. But for some reason it was not as easy as she thought it would. Astrid took a few steps and hesitated, her feet lifted off the ground and then settled back in the same spot as if she didn't know what was the right thing to do.

She took a shuddering breath...decided...and ran. She didn't fly. She ran. She had to feel the connection her feet made with the ground. She had to fell the effort it took for her to breath. She had to feel the strength with whom her legs carried her away from the camp. Away from Fishlegs and his hurtful words. Away from dragons and everything else. Away from Hiccup.

_Hiccup. Hiccup. Hiccup. Hiccup. Hiccup._

"St...stop." Astrid whimpered.

It wasn't enough. The world was too loud.

_You are not him. You are not him. You are not him._

Same words repeated over and over until Astrid let her knees buckle and she threw her head back against the sky.

"STOP!" She let out a scream, her lungs burning from the run. "STOP!"

She heard some Terrible Terrors shuffling through the leaves. She must have scared them off.

"Stop!" Astrid whimpered barely audible as she crouched over into a tiny ball.

Her fingers unintentionally reached for her booth, passed the knife there and soon enough the paper was in her hands. It wasn't as beautiful as the first time she saw it. It was creased and the crayon had smeared a bit from the friction, but it still held the same importance.

She pulled the paper closer to her chest. Tears fell over her cheeks. Tears she thought she had long since cried out.

"I want you back." She whispered through sobs to no one particular. She was in denial. Hiccup the Useless. Hiccup the Dragon Trainer. Hiccup the Pride of Berk. Hiccup the Heir. None of them had made her feel as much pain as Hiccup the Motionless did. She hated him. She wanted to hear his laugh. She didn't want anything to do with him. She wanted him to save her from this whole situation.

She didn't know how long she was there,probably quite a while, however her self-pitying was interrupted by rustling in the bushes. Astrid's Viking self awakened. He instincts kicked in and she pushed herself up from the ground. Maybe she wasn't the best leader for the dragon riders, but she was the best Viking of her age. She quickly put the drawing back in its place and assessed the situation. She had no weapon, she didn't have Stormfly beside her and she was in an open space. And whatever the thing was it was big and didn't deem it necessary to be quiet. The odds were not in her favor.

"Alright, come on out!" Astrid crouched taking a defensive stance, doubting her tear-stained face will scare anyone, but there were no other options, she had to face it unarmed. Rustling got closer and her muscles tensed. She tried to ready herself for every possible attack and still felt like she couldn't defend herself.

And she didn't have to.

Branches moved and a giant Rumblehorn stomped out.

"Skullcrusher!?" Astrid stepped back shouting half offended at him for sneaking around, half glad that it was no one else. "Where were you? You didn't come back yesterday!"

He let out his characteristic dragon laugh and brushed his rough head against her abdomen. Astrid could have sworn the dragon was trying to comfort her.

"I'm fine!" Astrid laughed at the concern. The dragon bumped again and Astrid looked at him as he stared deep into the forest.

"Is something there?"

Of course the dragon didn't answer. He just kept scanning the thick forest.

Astrid tried to listen. For a while there was only the sound of wind rustling the leaves, but then she heard a shout, a human one. More than that, the shouter was yelling out her name for the whole wide world to hear.

She knew that voice. Actually she knew all four of those voices.

"Those morons!" She hit her forehead.

"I'm here!" She shouted out before their yelling got them in trouble.

Astrid tried to fix herself up as much as possible before her friends arrived. Soon there was a rustle and three males and one very pissed off female emerged from the forest.

"Wha-?"

"No fair, Astrid!" Ruffnut interrupted her. "Why do you get to go exploring alone, while I'm stuck with these two?"

She stuck her finger out to her brother and Snotlout who seemed to be on the verge of bleeding out.

"Please tell me he didn't break his nose again!" Astrid sighed momentarily forgetting about her own injured heart.

"Yes, he did!" Tuffnut exclaimed rather happily.

"What happened?"

"Boys are idiots!" Ruffnut huffed and turned her back to her brother and Snotlout.

Astrid turned to them for explanation but one seemed too busy trying to convince his sister of not being a total blockhead and the other was preoccupied with his nose. Fishlegs decided to finally enlighten her.

"They got in a fight about directions. Ruff wanted to hit Snotlout, but apparently Tuff did it first. He said he was helping, but she's just thinking that he stole her punch." Fishlegs quieted and the shrugged. "Or something like that."

"A fight, huh?" She repeated to herself. it seemed everyone was getting into a one.

"Astrid...listen!" Fishlegs probably guessed where her thoughts were heading, but Astrid wasn't sure she wanted to speak about it. Not with the Twins and bleeding Snotlout there.

"Later." She offered. Even looking at him hurt and she already felt her anger forming deep inside of her .

Fishlegs shoulders slouched but then he stiffened back up. Astrid trembled from the stern expression he wore.

"No, now! I think it's time we finally set things straight!" He turned to all of them. They gave him a questioning look.

"Fishle-" Astrid was not ready for a round two.

"No one can take Hiccup's place." He didn't wait for her to finish.

"I can!" Tuff shouted and Astrid glared at him.

"We need to stop waiting for someone to give orders." Fishlegs ignored the interruption "We can't wait for one of us to take the lead."

"Wait, someone took lead?" Tuffnut interrupted and was smacked in the head by his sister.

Astrid waited for the continuation.

"We all are leaders!" Fishlegs added and gave her a pointed look. Those were Hiccup's words. The words he used to prevent them from tearing the Dragon's Edge in half.

"We are?" Tuffnut still couldn't keep quiet. "Then can I order you around?"

"Nuh-uh."

"No."

"Keep dreaming."

Snotlout, Fishlegs and Astrid immediately answered.

"Then what's the point of being one." Tuff's face fell and he raised his hands in surrender. "I resign."

"So Astrid's not in charge?" Snotlout made sure.

"Yes." Fishlegs answered.

"Can I be?"

"No."

Astrid heard enough. This was getting chaotic. She took Fishlegs by his arm and pulled him along till they were out of sight.

"What does all of this mean?"

"I'm trying to keep us alive." He answered equally stressful.

"I was already doing that!"

"No. You were trying to find clues and fit in the time-limit."

"That's what we're here to do!" She hissed.

"Yes, but our way!"

"This is our way."

"It doesn't feel like it." Fishlegs answered calmly looking somewhere over her shoulder.

"Why?" She was starting to lose reason behind the whole conversation.

"Don't you see? Everything we are doing, this isn't us!" He waived his arms showing around them.

"Then what do you expect me to do?"

"You?" He raised his eyebrow "Nothing."

"Fishle-"

"No, please Astrid, listen to me! I thought all morning about this." He looked desperate. Astrid sighed and allowed him to speak.

"Snotlout was the one who suggested going on a lookout and Twins suggested that I make us food." He paused as if remembering something. "Though the way they said it was – either you make us normal food or we'll start eating Barf's and Belch's scales." The expression on his face told her he had just imagined that but then he shrugged it off. "I'm just saying, that the rest of us can do something as well."

She thought his word over till it finally dawned on her. Why Fishlegs had been saying those words and insisting on this talk.

Her biggest mistake, what made her incapable of being a Hiccup-like leader. She made them follow her way. Hiccup, he had long since given up on that. What he usually did was combine their thoughts in one genius idea. She...she had to admit, she couldn't do that. And Fishlegs had most likely seen it too.

"Don't get me wrong." Fishlegs sighed wholeheartedly. "We need someone to keep us from tearing each other apart."

"Me, right?" Astrid, for some unknown reason, felt light headed. Like every little problem had suddenly solved itself.

"Exactly." Fishlegs responded.

Astrid didn't answer back. She just stared at him as he stared back and then...then she smiled. Astrid looked up at the blue wasn't flying in those skies alone. She had forgotten that. Last days had made her forget so many things. But not anymore. She had just gotten her lesson.

Silence surrounded them, and Astrid didn't really mind it, but soon enough Fishlegs spoke up.

"By the way, I put some thought into what Hiccup wrote."

"And?" She was investigating a white cloud which reminded her of a Terrible Terror.

"I think what we're dealing with isn't a dragon, but a man."

Astrid felt her breath catch in her throat and she took her eyes off the cloud to stare at her friend. What Fishlegs was trying to say that Hiccup wasn't just in the wrong place or time as usual, but he had been targeted?

"If we put everything we found together, then most likely they are some kind of hunters, coming from south."

"What makes you say that?"

"The weaponry we found in our south beach as well as the fact that Hiccup wrote those words down."

"Are you sure?" Astrid hesitated. It was one thing to kill an out of control dragon, but it was a totally another to go after a human being.

"Astrid, no self-respecting Viking would make a weapon like that."

Astrid didn't answer, just looked at him weirdly.

"The material?" Fishlegs sighed in disbelief. "It was too light and too well decorated with gold and so on."

"It could be Gronckle iron."

"Yeah, because we know so many tribes who house dragons." He huffed out.

"Point taken." Astrid nodded. "What about the chest from Hiccup's hut?"

"Locked. And I can't get it open without risking destroying whatever is inside there." Astrid noticed the annoyance radiating from him. She wanted to say something more when her thoughts were interrupted by her own grumbling stomach. Fishlegs looked at her with his eyes wide.

"I guess we should head back." Fishlegs smirked as Astrid felt her cheeks getting warmer.

"Yeah!" She turned away, before he noticed how red her cheeks were.

"Hey, Astrid?"

"Hm?" She hummed pushing a branch aside.

"About earlier..."

Astrid sighed but didn't stop. She knew this was coming. It still hurt. She was still angry, but...it was...needed.

"It's fine."

"But-"

"It's fine," Astrid finally turned and faced him with a small smile "You said what you thought, Fishlegs. And you were right."

"But-" He insisted.

"Oh! For the love of Thor!" Astrid stomped away shouting "Just forget it or I'll make you clean the Dragon Academy for a year."

After the threat Fishlegs finally gave up and they made their way quietly to where the others were. They were all together discussing something, though Astrid seriously doubted it was anything smart.

"Oii, are you cheating Hiccup, Astrid?" Ruffnut whistled as she noticed them approaching.

"Oh, shut it!" She barked back.

"She's not denying it!" Tuffnut joined in.

Astrid didn't want to listen to that anymore, she strode over to him and soon her fist found itself colliding with his stomach.

"Ugh, pain!" Tuffnut groaned and crouched over "Love it!"

"Let's head back." Astrid didn't give Tuffnut a second glance as she passed him. Ruffnut on the other hand didn't miss a good chance to laugh at her brother.

This was what Astrid was used to. She felt at peace. Fishlegs' shouting at her had given her that and she didn't mind the pain. She'll get her revenge on him later.

* * *

><p><strong>AN Okay, that turned out more depressing than I thought it would, but oh well. I hope Astrid wasn't too OC and you enjoyed it. **

**Review, please! ^^ By the way! 41 followers! It's so much better that I hoped! I'm crying in joy here.**

**See you next time...**


	7. Rebuilt

**A/N So I was supposed to post this a week ago...but I somehow managed to misplace this and I had such a hard time finding it. Now it's here...I hope you like it.**

**Disclaimer: I don't own How To Train Your Dragon.**

* * *

><p>Chapter 7 - Rebuilt<p>

On their way back Snotlout had insisted on informing everyone, whether they wanted it or not, about what they had or rather, what they hadn't found. Astrid deemed it appropriate just to nod whenever it seemed right but didn't pay too much attention to him otherwise. Fishlegs took on the role of making comments though most of the time Snotlout replied with sneer. For once, her head was clear of any thoughts and it surprised her how good it felt.

Ruffnut was the last to conclude their little group. She was cursing under her breath while dragging her brother along. Astrid was sure she hadn't hit him that hard for it to have such an effect on him but it also didn't surprise her that Ruffnut had most likely helped out on that matter. With Rumblehorn leading the way and no urgent matter to attend it was a surprisingly quiet walk. She had run surprisingly far as it took them almost half an hour to get back. As unusual as it was form them to travel on foot it was a nice change and from what Astrid had been told the other dragons had been left to guard the post.

When they finally did reach the camp, Snotlout didn't waste a second before jumping the pot of food. Their dragons seeing them arrive approached them happily and their usual snuggling custom took place.

"Hi, girl!" Astrid nuzzled her beautiful dragon's nose, "I'm sorry for running off like that!"

She huddled her and enjoyed the quiet humming coming from the great beast. It was amazing how there could be such gentleness in such a fearsome beast.

"So what's happenin'?" Snotlout asked already getting on with his second bowl of Fishlegs's brew.

Astrid stole a glance at Fishlegs who gave her an encouraging smile.

"Fishlegs has put something together."

"Really?" Snotlout didn't sound surprised.

"Yes," Fishlegs went over to the pile of weapons they had previously confiscated from the Twins, "I believe we are dealing with hunters."

"Why would a hunter attack Hiccup? He's not a boar." Tuffnut groaned.

No one answered that question. They knew they would most likely not like the answer even if they knew it.

"And what about that box Astrid found?" Snotlout inquired.

"We can't get it open." Astrid sighed as she leaned against Stormfly. It seemed like they had a whole pile of evidence and no way how to put them all together. She didn't want to sit still, there had to be something else, just had to. Astrid felt the Rumblehorn brush against her boot and she patted him out of habit.

"Since we don't have anything better to do," Snotlout hummed his mouth full with food, "we can all just eat!"

He wasn't spared even a glance.

Skullcrusher nuzzled Astrid again and she kept stroking the bulky animal. However for some unknown reason he kept insisting for something. His gentle nudges gained more force and Astrid looked at him questionably. The beast grumbled.

"What's the matter with you?" She tried to push his nose away before he made her trip over Stormfly's feet, but the dragon held his ground.

"Maybe he wants to eat?" Tuffnut suggested and looked at his sister who just shrugged.

"Don't ask me! I'm not the genius here."

"Skullcrusher, cut it off!" Astrid tried to get the dragons attention.

For a moment it seemed as if he had gotten tired from it and stepped back. Astrid sighed finally free of the bother, only to almost get a heart attack as her foot got pulled out from beneath her.

"Hei!" She yelped and Stormfly growled. She barely managed to get a hold of Stormfly's horn, before she got sent stumbling on the ground.

"Skullcrusher?" Fishlegs tried to help but his timid speech didn't leave any effect on the dragon. It just kept pulling at her boot.

"Hei!" Astrid shouted louder. Stormfly was trying to scare him off and she really didn't want for the both dragons to get in a fight, "Skullcrusher, stop it!"

"I bet he's trying to eat her foot!" Tuffnut laughed looking at the whole ordeal.

"Right, right?" Ruffnut agreed and both of them snickered.

"Tuff, I swear, if a dragon really wouldn't be trying to swallow my foot, I'd punch a hole in your face!" Astrid glared.

"Look from the bright side!" Ruffnut blurted out "You'll be matching Hiccup!"

"Ruff!" Fishlegs shrieked, trying to pry the Rumblehorn off of Astrid.

"Did you put a fish in you boot or something!" Snotlout laughed still next to the pot.

"Of course not!" She yelled but stopped struggling. It finally dawned on her. She had put something in there. Something precious.

"Fishlegs! In my boot! There's a paper and the knife Toothless gave!" She shouted "Take them out!"

"If you hadn't noticed, there's a dragons mouth!" He paled.

"I'm the one with a damn foot in a mouth; pull them out for Thor's sake!" She yelled at him impatiently.

"If he's gonna accidentally chop my hand off..." He mumbled nearing his hand to the boot.

"It's Stoick's dragon. I doubt he'd train him to chop off hands." She encouraged.

"Actually, he would!" Tuffnut added and Astrid gave him a hard glare. It didn't matter that he was probably right; Fishlegs did not need to hear that!

"Not helping guys!" He squeaked.

"Don't be a baby and get your hand in there!" She shouted. It already took both her hands to not fall to the ground and to hold back her own dragon from starting an all-out brawl.

"Fine, fine!" Fishlegs grumbled and with trembling fingers grabbed the paper and the knife. It took him several tries as the paper kept slipping through his trembling fingers before he pulled it out.

As soon as it was done Skullcrusher let go of her leg.

"Thank you!" She sighed trying to rub the feeling in to it and gave the dragon an accusing glare.

"So?" Fishlegs asked as the rest of them gathered around him, "For what did I risk my life for?"

He rolled the knife in his hand giving it the priority but Astrid still wasn't delighted to see them touching the drawing. It felt like they were seeing her exposed heart.

"Uh, guys?" Astrid started and stretched out her hand "Give it back!"

"No, we wanna see it!" Ruffnut whined as she folded open the paper.

"Give it to her!" Fishlegs snatched it back in a surprising speed and passed it to Astrid before Ruff could see what was on it. Astrid felt relief at feeling the paper touch her skin. She folded it tightly in a small square and neatly tucked it back in her boot.

"Thanks!" She muttered to Fishlegs who nodded in acknowledgment.

"Fine! But I get to keep the knife!" Ruffnut grabbed the knife from her brother, who had at least tried to look as if he was inspecting it. Or more like trying to take a bite in it.

"Hey!" He responded. Astrid saw the signs of yet another family row and sighed. She didn't have Hiccup's inexhaustible supply of patience to deal with those two.

"That's it, I'm taking it!" Snotlout got between them, but that didn't stop the Twins from trying to bite each others heads off. Astrid decided to allow them to make some punches. She couldn't stop them anyway and it wouldn't really bother her having one less troublemaker. Too bad she knew that no such fortune to them would come.

"What's so special about it anyways?" Snotlout threw the knife in the air and swiftly caught it, "It's just one of Hiccup's toothpicks. Honestly it doesn't even weight like a real knife."

"If you're gonna fool around, just give it back!" Astrid barked at him.

"Nah!" He swirled it in his fingers as if to make a point.

And actually it did. His fingers stumbled and the knife fell out of his hands and on the ground with Snotlout barely managing to jump back before it made contact with his foot.

Astrid watched in horror as the end of the hilt fell off and rolled away.

"I-I didn't do it!" Snotlout backed away with his hands raised high in the air.

"You b-broke it!?" Fishlegs stuttered equally shocked. As was horrible as it was, what shocked him more was the fact, that something made by Hiccup actually broke that easily.

"Who broke what?" The Twins asked together, their fight already forgotten with the potential of seeing someone geting punished.

"You are so dead!" Tuffnut snickered at the dead pale Snotlout as he noticed the knife.

"I-I..." Snotlout lost his ability to speak as he prepared himself for some pain, but Astrid was too horrified to hit him. She bent over and picked the pieces up, praying that maybe she could fix it. She tried to put the end back on, when she noticed something weird. The handle was hollow.

"What in the name of..." She looked inside. No one made a knife with an empty middle. It was both too difficult to forge and too unpractical. Though, it didn't surprise her that Hiccup was the one to do it. He certainly had the aptitude for that.

What surprised her even more was that there was something inside it.

"Astrid?" Fishlegs spoke up but she didn't answer. She turned the knife upside down and a piece of twine with key on it fell out. She heard a collective gasp from her friends.

"I think we just found our key!" Astrid declared still stunned at the discovery.

"So Skullcrusher wanted this?" Snotlout asked.

"I think he had smelled the blood from it!" Fishlegs nodded and for the first time Astrid saw it too. There really were splatters of blood on the string and on the key. She tried not to think too much about the origin of the blood and instead looked at the Rumblehorn who was patiently sitting next to the found chest.

"Amazing!" Fishlegs gaped but Astrid weren't interested in Fishlegs' new theory of dragon intellect.

In few short steps she closed the distance and keeled beside the chest putting the key in. With a relief she heard a soft click from inside.

"It fits!" She shouted over her shoulder noticing too late that everyone had already gathered behind her.

"What's in it?"

"Shh!" Fishlegs clipped Tuff in the side.

Astrid rolled her eyes and carefully opened the lid. Thor, please let it be unscathed! If it was another dead end she'll have to go to Gothi for some calming tea. Her nerves couldn't take any more disappointment.

A heavy silence fell as they eyed the contents.

"Papers?" Ruffnut groaned "That's so boring."

She took her brother under the arm and strode off. Astrid could relate. She as well had expected something...else. She didn't know quite what, but something different.

"Give them to Legs, there!" Snotlout on the left sighed and fell back, all excitement dying out.

"Eh...sure!" Astrid hadn't expected to hear it from him, but still passed the box to the smartest person in their received the box with trembling hands as if he could barely contain his urge to bury himself in the new information. At least one of them was content with the new discovery.

"Let me know, what you find!" Astrid added as Fishlegs dug into the chest.

She prepared herself for a long wait.

The sun had already started to descend and with regret she looked up at all the clues they had found. There should have been more. Astrid wanted to go out and search for herself, but Snotlout and the Twins insisted that they had searched every rock, crack and cave in the island. She didn't want their work to seem unappreciated so she stayed in the camp. There only activity was waiting on Fishlegs, who had been grumbling and huffing about something for about two hours.

Astrid knew that the next morning was latest when they had to leave. She really didn't want to test out whether Stoick's warning was true or not.

"Oh, Thor!" Fishlegs fell back catching Astrid's attention.

"What?" Astrid was up in a beat of a second and so where the others.

"I believe that Hiccup has gotten himself in the middle of a war."

"What?" Astrid grabbed for the papers, "What do they say?"

It didn't matter, she couldn't understand a word what was written on it ans let out a frustrated groan.

"It says," Fishlegs snatched the paper back, "that there is an almost extinct species out there, whose blood serves as an antidote for any poison known to a Viking."

"Wow!" The Twins were awe-struck for once.

"Imagine the things we could do!" Ruffnut said in a dream-like state.

"And?" Astrid didn't see how it connected to Hiccup. She tried to hide how disturbed she was by the pure gleam of pleasure on the Twins faces.

"And?" Fishlegs answered back shocked, "It's one of the most important discoveries in our entire civilization! It can dramatically change the course of our medicine. It also shows that there is someone out there who has seen this dragon, because I can bet my helmet on it, that Hiccup doesn't know this language thereof couldn't have written this." Fishlegs waived the papers in the hand.

"Okay, big deal, we get it!" Snotlout raised his arms trying to calm down the heated Fishlegs, "Anything else?"

"Beside the current location of the beast?" FIshlegs answered with a smug face.

"What?" Astrid let her jaw drop.

"Yes, it's written right here! Hiccup has even made a note that it takes half a day on a Night Fury going full speed."

"C'mon! That means a day for us!" Snotlout exclaimed.

Astrid knew where Snotlout's thoughts were heading. They couldn't make it in time. To go the location and back would be at least two days and they still had a day's worth of flight back to Berk. Three days. Astrid was dreading the fact that if they delayed for that large amount of time, Stoick would send the whole Barbaric Archipelago looking for them.

"Let's head to Berk!" Astrid sighed. That seemed the only logical choice.

"O...wait! What?" Snotlout barked, "We have a location!"

"I don't want to have a pissed-off Stoick on my tail, do you?" Astrid glared at him and the Twins who were about to join him, "Let's head back. We'll be there early, pack what we need and then we go to that island...how is it called?"

"Black Pit." Fishlegs looked in his notes.

"Well that's optimistic!" Snotlout grumbled.

"Well?" Astrid waited for an answer. Snotlout shifted in place clearly uncomfortable with the pressure but gave up.

"Fine!" Snotlout sighed not bothering to suppress their frustration, "But we head back now! Like right at this moment!"

"Fine with me!" Astrid approved and then looked around, "This has to the shortest amount of time we have ever spent on Dragon's Edge."

"Not much left of it now anyway!" Snotlout shouted over the shoulder already packing his things up.

"I think he'll rebuild it!" Astrid could already imagine the annoyed look on Hiccup's face when he'll need to fix all the damage.

Everything can be rebuilt. Islands. Houses. Relationships. And now? They had rebuilt their team.

They had rebuilt the Dragon Riders and now...now they had a target.

"Astrid, move your ass, or we won't leave until dawn!" Came annoyed shout from Snotlout.

* * *

><p><strong>AN So I want to add that I had to make some small adjustments to one of the previous chapter because my timelines didn't add up. Basically it says that it was the fourth day since the Gang had left Dragons Edge when they were having the race.**

**By the way, the offer to be a beta still stands :)**

**So, hope you like it! **

**See you soon...^^**


End file.
